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MATTHEW ARNOLD, ESQ., M.A. 

^rtrftssor fff pflttrg in tl^e Witdbtxsit^ of (J^-rforl), 

THIS FIFTH VOLUME OF 

"COLLEG E RHYMES" 

IS, WITH PERMISSION, DEDICATED 
BY HIS HUMBLE OBEDIENT SERVANT, 

^ht ©bjior. 



Jb GAIN with trembling hands we cull 
**° "The blosBom of the flying Terms," 

And dedicate to thee the germs 
Of yearnings for the Beautiful. 



Germs, that hereafter may, perchance, 
Burst into bright and fragrant bloom. 
And all their neighbourhood illume 

With lustre and lusi 
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£ut look not for such bude alone ; 

Ab, in a regal diadem. 

Shines here and there a priceless gcn^. 
And here and there a meaner atone. 

A meaner gem, that serves to tone 
The dazzling brightnesa of the rest, 
And yet, perchance, may be posaessed 

Of modest beauties all its own. 

So this our obaplet shines the same, 
Woven of all the buds that blow 
In Summer's sun and Winter' a snow 

On banks of Isis and of Cam. 

And some are brighter than the rest, 
As springing iiom a richer soil, 
And others harvested with toil 

From hands by Nature little blest. 

Accept the chaplet, wrought with care. 
For tbou hast fostered skilfully 
The tender flower of Poesy, 

And made a name, and won our Chair : 

The Chair &om which sounds rich and clear 
The utterance of a gifted mind. 
The Chair from which we trust f« find 

Some favour for our efforts here. 



i.Coot^lc 




COLLEGE RHYMES. 



" ^ijt blos&om of i^t flgbtg Sams."' 

.€^otts ^atboltci. 

FIFTH CENTUEY. 

LO, saintly ruffians lead the crowds tliat cheer 
The faith's defender or a charioteer ; 
The circus echoea with conflictiiig cries. 
The legions tremble, and their Prefect flies, 
And surging in tumultuous array 
Out poors the mob to plunder and to pray ; 
Bed stream the aqueducta, the houses blaze, 
They slay theii brethren, and their God they praise. 

TOL. T. B 
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i irOSBS CATHOUCI. 

All ni^t they triamph — while no forc« retarda — 

Horn biingB repentance, and the Emperor's guards. 
They hide the plunder, and they seek the church 
To join the chant or 'scape the Freetor's search, 
Or hear some hermit's arguments to prove 
Such deeds meet service to the God of love ; 
While round the astonished world in clamorous hosts 
Their bishops ride, and ruin half the posts, 
. To find a faith that varies every hour 
With every varying smile or frown of power.* 

Tbinity Coll. J). A. Vidal. 



■ A bieliop, an orthodoi bishop, asserts that hia bredireii half 
ruiued the impeml posts by their zeal in trying to find tbe futh at 
Church Caugteaaea. 
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^Eo a JHatoB- 



Vip^EENE'EB the time of jeex comes round 

" * Of pantomimes aod present-makings — 
When disa^eeable bills abonnd, 

And most agreeable brews and bakings, — 
When turkeys disappear as fast 

Aa Stilton cheese produces maggots, 
And howls without the wintry blast, 

And blaze within the Christmas faggots, — 



I call to mind the Christmas, when 

I came invited by your brother 
To spend a fortnight : we just then 

Were all in all to one another. 
I came, and much to my surprise, 

Discovered he had got a sister, 
Whose cherry lips, and laughing eyes. 

Made, it (joite hopeless to resist her. 
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TO A I.AIIT. 

It does not seem bo long ago, 

"We decked the house and church with holly, 
And himg festoons of mistletoe, 

"Which was, you said, "extremely jolly," 
And once, you know, I called you " dear," 

When in the alcove hid securely. 
Our lips came Bomewhat strangely near : 

I laughed, you took it so demurely. 



Ton brought to that sequestered niche, 

My protestations nothing heeding, 
That Btupid Alhefueum, which 

You always plagued me into reading. 
You talked of concerts, pictures, books. 

Of Kingsley, Longfellow, and Ruskin, 
And pictured Hiawatha's looks 

When trying on a new-made buskin. 



Ton dwelt on Verdi's wondrous channs. 

Praised "Autumn-leaves," and "Apple-blossoms," 
Admired Blonoin's legs and arms. 

As nimble as a young opossum's ; 
Tou'd read, you said, when out of town, 

A hundred more of Tupper's sonnets. 
And finally you settled down 

On the prolific theme of bonnets. 
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Tou told me there were very few 

That gave you thorongh satisfaction, 
But one there was which had for you 

An inreBistible attraction : 
Tou'd never never seen before 

So gr^d, so fatdtleas a conception, 
And then the trimming, yon were sure. 

Exactly suited your complexion. 



Tou praised Fne-Raphaelite costume. 

Propounded most TTtopian theories, 
And left about in every room 

The scraps yon sent to NoUt and Qiuru: 
And in your album, new that year, 

For all the friends you loved most dearly, 
I found six officers, one Peer, 

And half the bench of Bishops nearly. 



And Garibaldi figured there. 

His leg bound up, "immensely painful," 
And Disraeli with a store 

To say the least of it disdainful ; 
And Feehter faced by Mr. Eyie, 

Colenso, too, by Lord Dundreary, 
And Antonelli with a smile 

Uost Jesuitical and leery. 
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TO A L4IIT. 

Toa kept a little book that asked 

A lot of very atartling questioDfl ; 
All they who read therein were tasked 

To think what suited their digestions, — 
What flower and iruit they Wed the best, 

And what might be their great ambitioa : 
From their replies you said you guessed 

" The natore of their disposition." 



You coaxed me into writing there 

My favourite name, my favourite season, 
"What colour I preferred in hair — 

1 said " nut brown," t/ou knew the reason— 
And who my &Tourite poet was, 

And what my favourite occupation : 
You asked me that, you said, because 

"It gave a sort of indication." 



When once you saw a stealthy hand 

Tobacco's soothing spell invoking, 
You said, " I well can understand 

The pleasure there must be in smoking." 
I offered you a cigarette. 

You took it shyly, somewhat doubting, 
And put it to those lips that yet 

I see before mo sweetly pouting. 
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TO i UDT. 

We played at cribbage aad at loo, 

We rode, we danced, aometiiaes we £irtcd ; 
I cat your pencils when you drew, 

Yon bound my finger when I hurt it ; 
I taugbt yon how to monnt a horae, 

Ton taught me how to mount a drawing, 
And skating was a great resonrce, 

Althou^ it would petaiet in thawing. 



We played Ecart6, blessed game 

That kept us all day long together ! 
And Croquet, whenaoe'er there came 

An interval of sunny weather. 
We paced the terrace every night, 

Wliat thrilling ecstasies were ours ! 
And, if I recolleot aright, 

There was some interchange of flowers. 



So quickly passed the weeks away, 

Oar voices faltered when we parted, 
And when they bullied me to stay, 

I noticed that your colour started, 
Tou vowed you'd always wear the ring 

I sent you with a token in it, 
And cherish (though it would not sing) 

]£y parting present of a linnet. 
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And I set op a locket, where 

I kept up for daily adoration 
That fascinatiiig lock of hair 

Yon gave with blushing hesitation. 
Ton were but eighteen summers then, 

And I was little more, if any : 
I tantsy, if we meet again 

Oni common topics won't be many. 



Ton grace a princely drawing room, 

I dwindle in a paltry attic ; 
Ton have a carriage and a brongham, 

"While I am lonely and rheumatic ; 
Eut still I picture you the eame 

As when you faltered, " Nought shall Mver !' 
And still one dearly-cherished name 

Hakes mnaic in my ears for ever. 

EXXTIR COtL., OXFOBD. A 
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l^^t Monntain ^ross. 



lySKERE was an ancient monntain, on whose \mw 
* The ra^ed clouds for ever rose and fell, 
And storms mshed ever o'er its tracts of snow 
With sharp and suddeq swell. 



And o'er its poisoned lakes the winter wind 

Swept sleeplcBS, and before with pierdng cold 
Lay sheets of ice, and stretchisg tar behind 
The black and barren wold. 



And on one bleak bare eido the frantic sea 
For ever battered with unwearied waves. 
While myriad echoes answered momently. 
From hollow rocks and caves. 
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THB UOmTTAIH CS0S3. 



Here might the traveller perish in despair 

With veaiy heart and hollow ^azSd eye. 
Had not one object — so sublimely fair — 
Forbade him thus to die. 



For here some pious hand in daye of yore 

Had placed a marble cross, whose snow-white form 
Hose pointing hearenward o'er that wintry shore 
And braved the frost and storm. 

B.N.C., Oxford. Y. 
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Jpl^t "^an J^a&st. 



lis the fairest eve of summer, 
And the dark embattled piles 
Smile ia all their olden grandeur, 

Ab tbe rock of Ocean smilee 
When the wave chafes wildly round if^- 

f ast and motionless it stands, 
While the last red gleam of sunset 

GiicleB it in golden bands. 



'Neath yon ivy-trellissed casement 

Stands a fair and noble youth, 
And in strains of hallowed music 

Sings the song of Iotb and tmth : 
And there lists a lovely maiden, 

On her cheek the rose is glowing ; 
Sweetly rise her lover's accents 

From hie spirit-fountain flowing. 
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TEE WiB LABTE. 

But he singB the eong of sorrow. 

For he says he must away 
To the field of Faynim hattle 

Ere the sun recall tho day ; 
Where Htrong-limhed and valiant-hearted 

In the holy cause muBt fight; 
Who the recreant, who the traitor 

Dare neglect the call of right ? 

Thus the chant of proud Sir Eohau ; 

Few the worda that Emma e^d : 
" Vows of hers remain unbroken. 

Be he living, he he dead." 
From her arm ahe loosed the bracelet, — 

'Twas a gem of priceless worth, 
"Pledge of lore," she said, "in absence; 

Eiches in the time of dearth." 



Bat lo ! upon the eheres of Spain 

The knight hath lingered with his wamor-timn. 

The Heart of Bruce, the Douglas' spirit 

Arouse the prowess that their sons inherit : 

Hark ! the bud din of arms ; 

Condied is each lance, unsheathed each glittering brand. 

And clearly rings the shrill command, 
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TDK ■Wi.H LADYE. 13 

The trumpets' brazen-voiced alarms. 
Press onward, onward, Christian knights ! 
And deal meet death unto the Pagan throng : 
A iront of bristling lances form. 
And strong in arms, in oourage doubly strong. 
Sir Eohan fights, and nobly fights, 
To stem the swarthy surges of the storm ; 
But as the main, 'neath the pursuing gale, 
In silence plunging forward, fearfully wrought 
To blackest wrath, breaks on the yielding pale 
Of stones and shingle which it heedeth not, 
The countless squadrons of the Maur 
Bank urging rank, upbore 
Full on the Faithful and the Free, 
Who backward sank, o'erwhelmed, not vanquished, on the 
lea. 



"Pine no longer. Christian captive, 

" Thou art ransomed, thou art free : 
"Not by gold — not all thy treasure 

" Hight have served aught for thee : 
"Mine the serrice, mine the danger, 

" Beoompense I seek for none ; 
" Hie thee homeward, noble stranger, 

" Ere the warders find thee gone." 
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XUli WAN LADIE. 

Spake the If ooriah maiden Zara : 

But the lightningB of her eye 
Argued Love the chaiuleae despot 

Master of her destiny : 
From his bosom forth the Clephane 

Brew the bracelet of his bride ; 
More,— his heart, he could not offer 

On his lips a murmur died. 



Sped they on through groves of lam«l, 

'Keath the glories of the vine ; 
Passed they many a foamy fountain 

While the lights of erening shine : 
Ere the golden beam of morning, 

Far from durance they had strayed : 
" Stranger, remember Zara," 

Were the words that Zaia said. 



Cheerily back &om hunting came 

Sir Bohan with hawk and hound : 
His thoughts were for his noble dame 

As a shrilly blast he wound : 
She wont to meet him on the plain, 

Why keeps she now away ? 
Or stays she with her maiden train. 

Or with her child at play ? 
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THE WAH lASTE. 

With baety stride Sir Bohan pasaed 

Along the flowery sward : 
His lady's bower is gained at last, 

The sound of laughter heard ; 
The little boy sports by her side, 

Why starts the Clephane ? "Wby ? 
The colour from, her cheek bath died, 

The brightness &om her eye. 

" Speak, Emma ! speak — one word :" no i 

Those lipB may breathe reply ; 
Her soul hath sought the trackless shore 

Of far eternity. 
In frantic grief the baron turns ;' 

Whence springs that wild alarm ? 
What is't ? his felling eye discerns 

A braeeltt on her arm ! 



Through the " Castle of the Hollow" 

Boams that gentle lady pale. 
Ever as a Clephane' s dirge 

Sonndeth forth the words of wail : 
Gleameth from her chamber lattice 

Shimmering dart of liquid flame, 
As they chant the grand litiirgy 

Of the Clephane name and fame. 

LiNC. COU.., OXFOBD. 
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So aha went into the girden to cut a, cabbiga leaf, to make 
an apple pie. 

And a great ehe-bear came up l^ etieet and popped tus 
head into the ehop. 

" What I DO soap f" bo he died, and she very imprudently 
married the barber. 

And Uiere were present at the marriage the Joblilliee, and 
the Picininniea 

And the great Panjandrum himseli^ with the little round 
butttn at the lop. 

And they all played at catch who eatch can until tiie gun- 
powder ran out of the heeLi of theii boots. 



Tf LLA igitur, caulem valaura, recedit in hoitnm 
* Cttutula ut in patina, malaque piata coquat. 
Ursaqiie per plateam grandis venit, inque tabemam 

Bellua aestosum trudit inepta caput. 
" Heu ! num quid eaponia ?" — obitque — at foemina aocora 

Com tonsore, nefaa ! gaudia uupta petit. 
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Adsunt Joblilii, neque gens Ficiuinnia itesont, 
Quos tua, Hymen, hilaris pompa facesque juTant. 

Ille etiam Panjandrus adeat, cui parte Tcnusti 
In etmuaa capitis parvulus orbia erat. 

Se vicibus captant, donee, mihi crede, nlfcroBUs 
Pulvia init calces, e soleieque ealit. 

Ch. Ch., Oxford, 
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^tismtt in _^Cbamc«. 



THfTE cannot part : thongh far away 

* ■■ My lot from thine, yet still the eama 
I murmur to the wakened day 

A thousand hlessinga on thy name ; 
And when with Hesper's light divine 

The clifFs grow lustrous hy the sea, 
There's not an answering thought of mine, 

But turns to thee, but turns to thee. 

II. 

"We cannot part. By lonely waya 

I dwell upon my one delight ; 
In crowded halls, through buey days 

Thine image breaks upon my sight; 
And in the summer winds thai blow 

Articulate with songs of birds, 
I hear thy laughter sweet and low, 

I hear thy voice, I oatch the words. 
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III. 

I hear thy voice, I touch thine hand, 

Thy fimcied form my spirit thrills ; 
Why should I heed the leagues of land. 

The long clond-ihadoTB of the hills? 
I leave the echoing eea behind. 

Across the belted world I fly ; 
I whisper ever in my mind 

" We cannot part, we cannot die," 

IV. 

It may be for a little while 

A discord seems to break the charm ; 
I miss the splendour of a smile, 

A gentle hand from off mine arm : 
As soars an eagle to the goal, 

I rise to meet her with a kiss ; 
We spring together soul to soid, 

Where Dante talked with Beatrice. 



*'^^m^^ 
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]]©otmi i^t stream. 



'BVO'WB' the stream, with (he nishea waving, 
"^ Down, the stream, with the hlue tide laving 
Banks of blooming flowers, 

Glided we hy, 

She and I, 

Down the stream. 



II. 

Down the stream, with the soft wind sighing, 
Down the stream, with the momenta flying 
Far too fast away, 

Glided we by, 

Dreamily, 

Down the stream. 
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DOWN THE aTRBlM. 
III. 

Sown Hie Btream on a summei day, 
Under Hie banks where the etiadows lay 
keeping still and calm, 
listened we long 
To the wild birds' song, 
Down the stream. 

IV. 

Brief was the joy of that aiimmer dream 
When loving we glided down the stream 
All alone with love, 

Parted too soon 

On that summer noon, 

Down the stieam. 



Onward still will the bright stream flow 
Past the banks where the lilies grow 
"WMte in Hie summer sun, 

But as of yore 

Ws shall sail no more 

Down the stream. 

B. N. C, Oxford. 
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"l^)^t bamael is not ireaft but sltepet^." 



£VH ! trouble not Qie Uaster ! Aek Him not to leave 
"' The anxioua, wondering crowd, and come 

To the dim shadows of that lonely home. 
Where broken-hearted monmera wildly grieve. 



But yet, who is there in this sad and tearfaL strife ? — 

Is there another unto whom to go, 

From whom the soothing stream of help may flow. 
But Him, who hath the words of All-Eternal Life ? 



He oomea — the Man of Sorrows — He who bore 
Ueekly, upon Himself, our every grief. 
Beady to give in that black hour relief. 

And manifest His boundless Love once more. 
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"THF DlMflBI. I 



Oh ! dry Oiobb bitter tears ! Hath not the Saviour said 
Tliat 'tis in vain to make anch moura and weep ? 
" The darling maiden doth hut gently sleep, 

"Weep not ! weep not ! the damsel is not dead !" 



Tes, she doth sleep in truth ; bat in that sleep of death 
Which from tlie Bilent bosom of the tomb. 
O'er which the eweet spring floffers shall sadly bloom, 

Only the Besurrection morning wakoneth. 



Not yet ! " The damsel is not dead !" Tor there is nigh 

That ever-present and Almighty Lord, 

Who, by His own irrevocable word, 
Can conquer Death in endless victory. 



Oh ! see Him standing by that mournful bed. 

And hear Him, as He softly cries, 

"Talitha cumi — M^d arise!" 
And learn that through His life, "the damsel is not 
dead." 

Coll. Feub., Oxford. R. S. C. 
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WrSHE Indian loved on fency'a wing to soar 

To Weatem climes where mighty himters dwelt ; 
On dewy turf, hy mountain stream, he knelt 
And prayed for help to reach that happy shore : 
Not so the Israelite in days of yore 
'Neath shrines of shining gems and massy gold 
Beat down to Him of whom his fathers told : 
Nol so the Grecian 'mid " torn ocean's roar" 
Poured forth with prayer the sacrificial store : 
^ot so the Druid 'neath the sacred tree 
"With bloody rites salvation did implore : 
Yet all on every shore, firom sea to sea, 
"With reverent awe poured forth their humble cry, 
Their prayer for help, their praise to Deity. 

B.N.C. 2a. 
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j^ ^SfiEinnt !]^lrisitt&. 



¥ STAND upon tlie Belf-same spot, 

* This ia the spot and I am here ; 

They do become as they were not, 

Ten years between, and disappear : 

The alow flame of their silent care 

Burns out and is remembered not ; 

Old feelings through the eye and ear 

Throb on me, and I pant and Bway 

"Within a life I had forgot. 

Ten years ago ! it is to-day ! 

And like a haze at noon all else hath passed away. 

There ia the stile, the field the same 
Through which, soul ! thou tripp'det along, 
"Within the joyous tun^d frame 
Of childhood, with the sound of song ; 
"When Life with laughter light and long 
Did dance as in a gamboling game, 
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2S A BA.TnST KETieiTBI). 

And thou heardat not the undersong, 

Segretful, -wailfol, and forlorn, 

Of Bomething crippled, fagged, and lame. 

The fettered thing Life was not bom, 

But only o'er the fields the ^ad breeze wound ite bom. 



Hard by, the fiery fragrant broom 

In bloomy brilliance broodeth fair. 

And feeding on its thick perfume 

About it bangs the charmed air : 

The self-same erening atmosphere 

Empurpletb its ensphered gloom 

With Bunaet fiaebes far and near, 

And deepening in the "Western skies 

Athwart the darkened lands, that loom 

In fix^d twilight, Paradise 

Through gorgeous gateways bastioned there, 

Alit as with a still surprise. 

In molten spaces quivers clear, 

And up a flood of gold all glory doth appear. 



The breathing Life of Nature qnivers 
Upon the sight, the ear, the heart ; 
The being within me qiiakes and abi-vers, 
Old feelings from their slomber start : 
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I do become a fused part 

Of all without that meets the eye ; 

Uy fiery pulses throb and dart 

Like shifting hues athwart the sky. 

And with this pantiiig Bve I pant, and faint, and die. 



Si. John's College, Oxfobd. 
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|\NE foot should centre in the Notr, 
*' Another compaBs the Unseen ; 
ITet, so our shoulders do not how 
Beneath the weight of what has hen, 



One hand should grasp the present use, 
And turn and shape it still to bear ; 

Another wrest in prayer the clues 
Of Him whose hand is everywhere. 



Thus, broadening ever more and more, 
By exercise and faith, and plan 

To beat the mark we hit before. 
We come unto the perfect man. 

Wabham Coll., Oxford. 
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j^tristflpliaius : ^rogs, Bnes 1177—1247. 



jEs. TRFT'ELL, how do yw* m^e prologues ? 

* ■ Etj. I will spout, 

And what you find euperfluous, strike it out. — 
Di. "Well, go ahead ! (don't like the notion, thoi^h ! 
But we must hear your lines, and how they go.) 
Eir. "A happy man was (Edipue at first" — 
^e. £y Jore he wasn't though, bat most accurst, 
On whom, when yet unborn, the doom had buiBt 
To day his lather — aye, ere life began — 
Pray how was he " at first a happy man "? 
Ett. " Then most ill-feted of mankind he grew" — 
iBs. By Jove he didn't — ^he waa that all through. 
Eor, only maik him ; when he first was got. 
They chucked him out in winter, in a pot, 
Lest he should slay his father — then, half-spent 
And with swoln feet, to Polybus he went — 
Then married an old dame, hicaeelf yet young. 
And she his mother too, from whom he sprung — 
Then scratched his eyes out — 
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Di. What a happy irighi ! 
If he had serrod with Byng, he'd still be right. 
£iT. Stuff! I'll maintain I make good prologues yet. 
.Mb. Come then ! by Jove, I will not rasp and fret 
Each word you aay, bat, please the goda, I wot 
I'll smash your prologues with a hair-oil pot. 
£u. Tiw with a pot Bmash in(>i0 f 

Ma. With only one ; 
Ton write them so as one can just fit on ' 

A fleece, an oil-pot, or a bag, to end 
Your fine Iambics ; and I'll prove it, friend. — 
Etr. Ob, will yon? 

Ms. Yes. 

Di. Speak on, then, I attend. 
Ed, "^gyptas, if the common fame be true. 
With fifty sons across the ocean blue 
Oaring to Argos" — 

^B. Lost a hair-oil pot. 
Eu. Who wants that hair oil ? may it sink and rot ! 
Si. Eecite again, that judgment may be had. — 
Ei7. " Amid the pines, in skins and thyrsus clad, 
Upon Parnassus' height, his favoured spot, 
Dionysius, dancing" — 

Mb. Lost a hair-oil pot. — 
Bi. Ah ! floored again by that same pot of oil t 
Eu. Well, I don't care — 'twill give him mickle toil 
To fit to this one, as he did the rest ; — 
"Among mankind is none in all things blest; 
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The m^hty man the meauB of life hath not. 
The mean man likewiBe" — 

Ms. Lost a hair-oil pot. 
Di. Euripides ! 

En. "What? 

Bi. Shorten eail ; ere long 
Theae "hair-oil pote" will blow uncommon strong. 
£iT. I'll cut him short; to me he matters not. — 
Di. Go o» again then, but — beware the "pot" ! 
Ef. " Agenor's Cadmus, as he sped afar 
From Sidon'fl city" — 

Mb. Lost a hair-oil jar. 
Dr. Buy up theae oil-pote, good my friend, I pray, 

Or else he'll rasp our prologues all away. 
En. / buy them np ? 

Di. Tes, if you're ruled by me. — 
Ecr. Not I ; I've lots of prologues left, you'll see, 
To which he cannot fix the "jar," not he. 
" Tantalean PelopB, as with awifteat trot 
He sped to Pisa" — 

Ma. Lost a hair-oil pot. 
Di, That " pot" again ! it's always in the way ! 
Just trade it off, my lad, by all means, pray ; 
An obol will do that all right, I bet. — 
Ei7. I won't give in so soon — I've plenty yet. 
" (Eneua from earth had" — 

iBa. Loat a hair-oil jar. 
Ef. Come, let me end the line — at leaat that far. 
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" ^neua from earth liad bouateous liarveetB got, 

And, ofFermg first froita" — 

^s. Lost a hair-oil pot. 
Dl. What, in the middle of the offering ? my ! 

"Who could have priced it ? 

Eu. Hold, till this he try : 

"ZeiiB (flo 'tia said by true report, I wot)" 
Si. Toa'ie floored ! he'll end with " lost a hair-oil pot." 

That "pot," like warta upon your eyelids, sticks 

To all your prologues — it'a a downright fix. 

Wadham Coll., Oxford. Diogenes. 
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Mixd to moh. 



I. 

XTffJ^E watched her through tie summer d 

* * Beside the pillow where she lay ; 
The sweet June's blossoms' softest breath 
Swept lightly o'er the couch of death, 
As through the long bright summer day 
"We watched where gentle Amy lay. 

II. 

For twice five years her sunny fttce 
Had cheered our homely dwelling-plaoo ; 
A guardian angel bright was she 

To comfort in adTeraity, 

Our woes to soothe, our joys to greet, 

To make our pleasures doubly sweet. 
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ST.Nt to ii01>. 
III. 

And uov the Bommer time vbb come. 
But brought no gladness to our home ; 
What though the quiet garden bowers 
Were bright with rosy-tinted flowers, 
Our cherished flower had lost its bloom 
And all the world to us was gloom. 

IV. 

The weary sun had sunk to rest 
In the bright cloud-laud of the West, 
But ere the last red glow was shed 
Our gentle Amy's spirit fled ; 

And life seemed dark on every side, 
The day our little Amy died. 



But we have learnt to weep no more ; 
Her fragile form we gently bore 
To where the aweet bluBh-roses wave 
In glowing cluaters o'er her grave. 
A simple cross we planted near 
No fulsome epitaph to hear, 
But telling o'er that hallowed sod 
Of "Gentle Amy, sent to God!" 

B. N. C„ OxFORn. 
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J^o ^wm. 



COME, muse with me, dear friend, at eventide, 
Beside the greenwood, on the sun-flushed hill. 
Where all things round in stilly peace abide, 
Save where is heard the tiny tinkling rill 



Wandering within the greenery undescried 
Through tangled dips and hollowa rich and still 
And mossy, thick with trees on either side. 
Lisping of pleasure ' at its own sweet will ;' 

Save where the sleepy breeze hath faintly heaved 
The leaves in slumber that they dreaming sway. 
The while the sunset radiance unperceived, 
In luscious twilight dnsbing, steals away. 

VOL. T. B 2 
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There let the Thispera of the heart be heard 
Refining silence, as a sweet the air 
Which by its fragrance in some dell is stirred. 
With wordless mnsic, deep and subtle-fair. 



There let thine eye at times upon me fall 
In quiet splendour and its thought display, 
The pressore of thy hand reveal me all 
That linked speech could never quite convey; 



For sweeter than all earthly sweets that be 
Thine own true-hearted friendship is to me. 



St. John's Coll., Oxford. 
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5Et< Srjbt. 



The falloiring ballad vas euggealed by a circumstance wbicli took 
place in a Bmall country dmrcbyard in the Tale of Clwjd, irliere tlie 
grave of a yonng wife was opened a hundred years after her decease, 
and her body was found uncoirupted. 



ItTS ft rich, sequeBtered valley 
* She lived and bloomed a bride, 
The bells tolled musically, 
Her requiem when ehe died. 

"Where the hamlet's lost ones alumbered, 

Her lifeless form was laid, 
And monmerB kselt unnumbered 

Beneath the yew tree's ebade. 
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THE BBIDE. 



Their enowdropa — earliest ci 
A hundred winters gave, 

A hundred happy Bummere 

Poured flowerets o'er her grave. 



Her memory, long time cherished 
In many a grateful breast, 

Grew Winter first, then perished, 
Her fame had sunk to rest. 



For a babe dead in the village 
Men delved one summ.er'B day. 

And opened, as for pillage, 
The coffin where she lay. 



Then, chilled with fear and wonder 
They stood in dumb surprise, 

And gazed with lips asunder 
And startled, straining eyes. 



She seemed to the craven creatures 
Like a queen, who lay in stat«, 

TJntamished were her features. 
Her form inviolate. 



Dg.l.zedt>>COOglC 



JTo cloth or shroud unBigbtly 
Shadowed her viaage fair, 

On her white neck lay lightly 
Tresaes of nut-hiown hair. 



Her blue eyes beamed serenely 
"With a fixed unearthly stare ; 

She look so still, so queenly, 
Her pale hands clasped in prayer. 



So calm, BO pure, so sainted, 
With a. brow unbent by pain, 

As the master-bard has painted 
The lily maid mains. 



The forma that lay around her 
Were changed to dust and bone ; 

As if some apetl bad bound her, 
She slept untouched alone. 



Say, dainty worms, did you honour 
Her spotless bridal dress ? 

Or fear to feed upon her 
In her dazzling loveliness ? 
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THE BBISE. 

Uer maiden mien and graces 
Were not for soch as ^on ; 

Death in his cold embraces 
Held her aa brid^oom trne. 



The 8im that beamed above her 
Becked not her form with light ; 

Death like a jealons lover 

Had veiled her charma in night. 



£nt nov the snnbeamB shimmer 
On her robes of stainless white. 

And the silver moonbeams glimmer 
With a softer, sweeter light. 



Then throng the crowds from the village 

To look upon her face, 
And trace in her pallid visage 

The features of her race. 



And then there comes a maiden, 
In a pure and anow-white dress, 

Fair, but with sorrow laden. 
Grief for her ancestresB. 
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TEE BETBE. 

Just as some bright perfection, 
"Where waters linger alow, 

Stands, wliile the dim reflection. 
Shines motionleaB below^ 

So stands the maid sedately, 
In her richest virgin bloom, 

So shines serene and stately 
Her shadow from the tomb. 



Aegean they drew the curtain 

O'er her darksome bridal bed, 
And a fame wild and uncertain 

Through the wondering hamlets sped. 

For 'tis said, when the moonbeams tremble 
On the stone by the yew-tree's side 

The gathered rays resemble 
The features of the bride. 

A crone who still remembers 

The annals of the vale, 
Once o'er the dying embers 

Shuddered and told the tale. 

jEsrs Coll., Oxfokr. Li.; 
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ip^fi ^iiission of ifec 'Miakm. 



I. 

■JRIACH bright-eyed flower Trhick blossoms ia the ann, 
** Or hides ita bashful beauties in the shade, 
Which decks the bonks where silver atreamleta nm, 
Or gilds the gFeBBsess of the forest glade, — 

II. 

Each has its mission to the sons of men, 
To tell of joys, or warn them of their woe, 
To scatter rose-leaves on an infant's birth, 
Or grace a burial in December's snow. 

III. 

Each sapphire-leaved Forget-me-not which blows 
Along the flowery margin of a stream, 
Has its sweet mission to the heart which knows 
First-love's delicious and bewildering dream. 
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IHR UISSIOX OF THE fLOnEBS. 

IV. 

The Orange-blossoms vith their dreamy scent, 
Kch as the breatlungs of the perfomed East, 
Fiist for the rites of rosy Hymen meant, 
Crown the young Beauty at the bridal feast. 



The pink-leaved EoBebud in its mossy veil 
Has but one misaion — lovers' vows to prove, 
The tender Lily, tremuIouB and pale. 
Lives as the emblem of a maiden's love. 



VI. 

How oft at night, when anguish fires the brow, 
And feverish phantoms haunt the silent gloom, 
There comes soft incense in the hour of pain. 
From flowers blooming in the sick man's room 1 



VII. 

How oft a blossom, faded, withered, sere, 
Shorn of the summer beauty which it wore, 
Stays as the record of that one most dear, 
Whose cherished face shall gladden ub no more ! 
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44 THE lasBioir op the flowers. 

vm. 

The lowliest Daisy in the emerald sod, 

The brightest blooms that in the Tropics shine, 

Are all the silent tnesBeDgers of God, 

And breathe their voiceless messages divine ! 

B. N. C, Oxford. ^ 



Dg.l.zedt>>COOglC 



'OnTic Tov jr\iovoc fUpovc 
Xpyliti roB fitrplou rapelc 



TpTE who too highly doth aspire, 
** "Who curbs not every fond desire. 
Who grasps at what he has not got. 
Disdainful of hie present lot, • 

Appears to me and potent Jove above 
Madly things nnattainable to love. 



A sprite, a phantom he purenes ; 
Bestrain thy foot : see thou refase 
That fitful and nncertain light, 
For, glimmering in the darkest night, 
It only lights the darkness of the grave, 
It only gleams upon the Stygian wave. 
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There music dies, the lyre is mute, 
The Bymphony of harp and lute : 
So Kgtt and feiry dancere spring, 
No halls with merry laughter riug, 
No virgins care to raise the nuptial song, 
Kor join to lead the wedding march along. 



Next best to never have been bom, 

Is death whUo in life's early mom : 

To come with Phoebus' faintest ray 

Nor tarry till the dawn of day ; 
For ardent youth, through manhood's middle stage 
Swiftly speeds on to a morose old age. 



See yonder aged sufferer stand. 
E'en as some billow-beaten strand 
Which, tamed toward the wintry north, 
The tempest's feUest rage calls forth : 
The waves beat ceaseless on that lonely shore 
And consonant the winds unceasing roar. 
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Yea ! thou, my friend haet felt, I trow, 

The tide of fortune ebb and flow : 

Now ridsed upon the crested waves 

Now sank well-nigb to ocean's caves : 
Tet, storm-tost though thou art, tbou soon shalt see 
The wiabed-fer haven where thou long'st to be. 

AlAB. 
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EVIHE merry mooa was beammg 
** Out of the azure sky, , 
The soft sfarlight came streaming,— 
And no oae else waa by. 



Under our feet and all around 
, The sleeping flowerets lay. 
And Bummer blossoms gemmed the giouud 
Beneath the mounlight gray : . 



The silver rays in silence played 
Upon the shadowy trees ; 

The lisping leaves sweet music made 
Stirred by the scented breeze. 



i.Coot^lc 



Alone we sat, my love and I, • 
"With no one to intrude, 

Hushed into etiU and holy peace 
By sacred Bolitude, 



Oh ! sweet, t« kneel there gazing 

Into that fairest face ! 
Oh ! sweet, to kneel there musing 

Upon its matehlesa grace ! 

Oh ! sweet, to feel the loving touch 
Of that dear tender hand ! 

Blest evidence of Love, we know 
But cannot understand. 



Oh 1 golden, beaven-bom moments 

Amid a world of strife ! 
Times of unutterable calm 

Amid &e storm of Life. 



Oh ! would to God such happy hours 

Might never fleet away. 
And that such nights should never 

Be melted into day ! 
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On some such sweet oasis 

"Would we could erer rest ! 
Then laatiug peace would gladness bring 

To many an aching breast. 



When Paith seems drowned by dark deceit, 
And Tmth and Love lie dead, ' 

Ifay the bright Memory comfort us 
Of some such momenta fled ! 



Coll. Pehb., Oxford. 
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l^Elranalation from il^e j^jgaimmnon:, 

664—715. 



TRJJ^HO caa it be to Helen ^r 

"• Hath gjven mth oonBummate care 
- That strange my aterioos name ? 
Uay be some uoseen deity, 
Qaiding his tongae thne happily, 

Foretold hei fatal fame ! 
The centre of contention, led 
Spear-vedded t» tlie nuptial bed, 
Fatal to heroes, abipa, and towers. 
From delicately curtained bowers. 

The bride strong Zephyr bore ; 
Whilst shield-armed hunters on her trail 
Swift o'er the printless ocean sail 

To Simois' leafy shore. 

TOL. T. 
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TBAKBLATIOir FfiOU THE AflUlXUKOIf. 

To Troy the wedlock-mischief came, 
Hight justly gifted with that name : 
But wrathful vengeance crept along 
Soon to repay that bitter wrong, 
On those that dared, an impious train. 
The rights of friendly Zeus profane : 
Aye ! vengeance punished the bridal lay 
Those bridesmen sang on that marriage day. 
Ifow other strains are heard to sound 
The ancient walls of Troy around, 

Of woe and loud lament — 
Sorrowa aprang from that fateful bed, 
And many a curae on Paris' head 

Through the blood-stained city sent. 
E'en thus some man a lion bore, 
A mischief he must soon deplore, 
A ecarce-weaned whelp from his thirsty lair. 
And nourished with a father's care : 
Gentle and tame, and fond, whilst young 
Harmless ho frisked the babca among. 

The plaything of the old — 
Oft in the father's boaom lay, 
Oft licked his outstretched fiand in jilay. 

And fawned with hunger bold — 
TiU grown in riper years apac«, 
He shows the nature of his race, 
Flies on the flocks, a baneful guest, 
And riota in the unbidden feast. 
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FfiOU THE AOAUXUnOir. 

ISow couEciouB of hia age : 
Too late, alas, his master found 
The mangled corpses on the gronnd. 

The Tictima of his rage : 
Too late he learnt, vith heartfelt diead, 
A priest of At^ there was bred. 

B. N. C, OXPOM). ■ R. 
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'* IfoUi Be dicit mulier mes nubcre mails 
Quam mihi ; uon, si »e Jupiter ipse petat : 

Didt : sed mulier capido quod dicit smauti 
In \ea.U> et mpidi BCiibere oportet oquS ! " 

CUDLLUB. 



If TOLD my love, and Lesbia wept, 
* And Hwore that she'd he true, 
And none bat me would ever wed, 
Though JoTfl himself should woo. 

Ah me ! for lovers' anxioaa sighs ! 

For ladies' fickle minds ! 
Go ! leave their tows on mnnin g 

And write them on the winds. 



C. C. C, OzroBD. 
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®nlg a Kiss. 



Tt HEAB a metry dapping of hands, 
■^ And I see a rare red roBe on the cheek 
Of a gaj and beautifol girl, who stauda 
B7 the side of anotiter, and will not speak. 

open those lips so pretty and sweet, 
And graciously say yon forgive him for this ! 

He will drop like a penitent straight at yoor feet. 
And n^ave your dear pardon for— only a Hsa. 

CAHSIDUe. 
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jp^e MtStvib at Ifet ®Iach ^Oiason. 



Tht! Legend of " Ths Cook-crow Fatm " and tf the Black Mason 
-who built it, may be found in tlio "Legends of the Wem Valley," 
and is well known tlmnighout Suoiiy. 



IT was that golden season of the Tear 
When all the flowers are brightest in their bloom, 
When every bush and brake and woodland tree 
"Woos the warm sunshine to its trembling leaves, 
And whispers tender dream-songs all the day, 
'Twas summer, but the smUing meadows lay 
A desert waste in fair Thuringia. 
For there hod come the scoui^e of fire and war 
Upon those homes of innocence and peace. 
The Landgrave's savage soldiery had bronght 
The curse of hlood upon a tranquil land, 
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THE BLACI MiSON. 5 

And all the Elector's ruthless hordes had swept 
With fire and rapine through each cottage homo: 
And now tho laud was desert, and the sua 
Looked sadly down apon the blackened walls 
Of ruined homesteads, and abandoned farms. 
Amid tho Bmoiildoring embers of the place 
One little hnt alone remained unscathed, 
A lonely trophy in a field of death. 
A thriving homestead once the place had been 
Rich in fat beeves and lowing herds of kine ; 
And when the savage din of arms was o'er, 
And war's red banner folded out of sight, 
The rulere wished to till the fields again, 
And view once more the harvest in the sun. 
But all the farmers dreaded to approach 
The scene of ruin where the sword had sown 
The trodden fiirrowa ankle-deep in blood : 
And though the lonely hut and all its land 
Was his, for soanty rental, who should dare 
To rear once more the homesteads and the hams, 
Tet all hung back, and feared lest they in tnrn 
Shoidd raise up buildings for the spoiler's brand. 
At length one Earl, a farmer, young and strong, 
Who late had joined his fortunes with a wife, 
The fair-haired Marguerite with the tender eyes. 
Closed with the Landgrave's offer of the farm. 
And drove his cattle to the mined spot. 
But there came troubles which he dreamed not of : 
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THX LXSERD OP 

The war tutd drove the peasants &om the soil. 
And Ear) could find few workers for his farm. 
The monUis rolled on, the harvest time was near. 
The south vrind whispered in the golden com, 
And still the bams roae slowly into view. 
And then came eiormy nights of wind and rain. 
The cattle shivered on the dripping hiUe, 
And all the com was bent and beaten down. 
And still the homestead grew with tardy pace. 

It was an evening in the aatomn time, 
The mist rose ghost-Uke from tlie oozy fields, 
The cattle croncbed beneath unfinished sbede, 
And Earl the farmer looked with gloomy brow 
Now on the scowling visage of the night, 
Ifow on the half-formed atmctores all aronnd; 
But as he turned, deep muttering, to his hut. 
Forth fi-om the fitful shadows of the night 
There came a stranger vrith a swarthy fece. 
Clad all in sombre black, save one red plome 
Which nodded in his cap, and in his hand 
He bore a mason's basket fiUed with toob. 
He smiled on Karl the &rmer, as they met. 
An ngly sneering smile, and iU to see. 
And asked the larmer why his looks were sad. 
And then Karl told the story of his woe, * 
The crop that wasted, and the dying kine. 
And tbe slow progress of the needful bams. 
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Ttie stranger .Bmiled again that Bneering smile, 
But add -mih seeming frankness in his tone, 
" Take Iieart, good Earl, thy bams shall all be built 
" Ere tbe first cock shall crow to-morroT mom, 
" And thou shalt save thy harvest and be rich ! " 
Then loud laughed B^arl, incredulous, and said, 
" So, thou Tilt build my homestead in a night ! 
" A wondrouB story to believe, forsooth ! 
" Say who this mighty mechanician is." 

" "Wliat matter who I am ? " the mason said : 
" Uen call me the Black Hason, and my art 
" Can build the homestead ere the dawn of day. 
" And in return, the guerdon which I crave 
" Is bat the tmalleit thing t^on thy farm : 
" This grant, and all thy wishes are complete ! " 

But Eail the &rmer reasoned in his soul, 
And long withstood the Tempter face to face ; 
But in the end he yielded to his wish, 
Thinking he claimed some paltiy calf or foal, 
The smallest tenant of his lonely farm. 
But all the evening long his soul was sad, 
And much he mused and murmured to himself, 
Till fair-haired Marguerite wondered as she saw 
Karl's gloomy visage and his downcast eye. 
The night wore on, but still he found no rest, 
But ever murmured sadly to himself. 
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THB LEOBKD OP 

Till tender Marguerite weeping aaked the canfle ; 

But long she tried her pretty arts in vain, 

Till Karl at length nnboaomed all his woe. 

His young wife started shrieking from her conch, 

And wrung her hands in trembling agony, 

Leet the dear treasnre of her life, unborn, 

Should ere the momii^ draw its earliest breath, 

And be the portion of the cunning iFiend. 

And now Earl knew the meaning of those wonda — 

" Give me the emallest thing upon thy &rm ! " 

And mad with grief, he muttered half aloud 

" By cock-crow time the guerdon becomes due ! " 

Bnt Marguerite startM from her tearful prayer. 

And hasted with set purpose in her eyes 

Down to the doorway of their little hut, 

And then with desperation nerved and strong 

Feigned the loud crowing of the morning cock. 

The clarion-call reechoed throngh the night. 

The noisy dash of elfish hammers ceased 

About the rising buildings of the &rm. 

And from each farm and homestead far away, 

To Herlerhansen and the distant hills. 

The noisy birds gave ^lack their shrill response. 

And the Black Mason as he flew across 

The "Werra Talley with its rocky stream 

Heard the loud crowing in the midnight ftir. 

And yeUed with disappointment to the night. 

The infant's soul was safe, the Fiend deceired, 
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TEB BLACK KASON. 

And vith wild rage tie burled a mighty rock 
Into the foaming eddies of the Btream, 
Which beat about th6 barrier in their course, 
And bniHtiiig from their channel awept acrosa 
The level meadows and the bending woods. 

The mom's bright face was blushing in the sky, 
When with a crashing thunder fell each wall 
Beared by the Demon-builders in the night. 
That morning saw on infant newly-bom, 
Who grew 'mid growing happiness and wealth, 
While every peasant in the country aide 
Could tell the story of " The Cock-crow Farm." 

i. N. C, OXFOKD. W. 



w 
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TOEHOLD you ship ea she rwings on the tide, 

** With her weather-beat pinions tattered and brown — 

Stately withal as a king in his pride : 

In the depths of the ocean her fitstenings be. 
Far in unvisited caverns down, 
Steadfastly set in the heart of the sea : 

Deep in the WQudrona wotM unseen. 
Where everlasting; cnirents flow 
Throngh eferlastii^ twilight green ; 

Where corpses rook dark cradles within. 
Where phosphoros starlets bluely glow, 
And dient fishes go on golden fin. 
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'flT tiim yon will not find the glowing eye 
«* That kindles into flame a smonlderisg fire; 
Li him yon will not find the fluent He, 
Thfit grosses OTei what it Tonld admire ; 

In him yon will not find the fiaahing mien, 
The noble bearing or the eparkUng wit, 
Not yet tbe mannered eaee, of brow serene, 
That witii a smile a fiiend in need can quit. 

That 'virtaons man in him yon will not find, 
That deals damnation &om a pigmy height, 
Tfor yet, alaok I tbe sober saintly mind 
That hallows life with its retiiing light. 

Not good OF bad, an incoherent life ; 

Yet one tbat would be bettered in the strife. 
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10n''HAT would the poet that he seeks 
■ ■ The newly coneecrated shrine — 
Apollo's ? — wherefore from his bowl 
Streams the new wine ? 

Kot rich Sardinian crop, nor herd 

That roams Calabria's sunny weald, 
Not ivory of Ind, nor gold, 
Nor yet the field 

That Liris laves, as ever on 

Seaward his din^iled waters go 
With current deep, majestic, strong, 
In silent flow, 
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Wliom fickle Fortune favours, he 

With Calene hook may prime Hie rine, 
Enriched by trade with Tyre may drain 
From gold his wine. 

Bear to the gods themselveB appear 

The western main who outward bound 
Seeking Ml thrice a year retom 
Both safe and sound. 

Such then may feast ; mc humbler iaie, 

Poor as my lowly fortunes, give — 
Of endive, mallow, succory 
That I may live. 

Sound as my mind my body mine, 

Latoris, be a constant friend 
Uy lyre's companionahip to cheer 
An honoured end ! 

Edwin Cbalicbbs. 
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QTfHESE IB DO joy on the broad earth for me, 

* No peace or joy in flower, stream, or tree ; 

But there is peace within the silent gate. 

Open thy doors, Death, aod let me in 1 
For Life has pierced me with its care and sin : 
No heart have I to wrestle more with Pate. 

In the wide woiM there lives no fiiend to me : 
Ha Mend have I, sweet Death, but thee, hot thee ! 
For men, though many, pass me desolate.' 

One hope is left that then alone canst give : 

Eiss then my lips, kiss me and I shall Hve ; 

Eisa me to rest within thy silent gat«. 
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Mitt. 



It IFE is the sky of sn April ere, 

"^ Where clouds and aznre, pain and love, 

A tangling labyrinth seem to weave 

For the winged things that among them love. 
In the east the aky is dark and clear, 

To the west is a belt of gloomy cloud, 
And beyond deep floods of stinlight peer 

Like a dead man's smile at the head of the shroud : 
But we know 'tis the dawn of another day 
Springing from this, though far away. 

And man is some bird at close of day 
Winging his flight to the gleaming west, 

"Wearily threading his lonesome way 

To the land of his hopes, the land of his rest. 

Ee journeys &om out the infinite blue, 
And each tiny clond seems a stormy sight, 
VOL. T. a 
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fiat he E^nddeis to pass the death-cloud through, 

Though his vhole eoul longa for the western light ; 
For he knows 'tia the dawn of tmotfaei day 
Springing &oni this, though far away. 
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W^t Arafat ai ^meral JntUan. 



XIAR off &om the fight, in the Yale of Yii^inia, 
'^ The brare warrior Bleeps in his self-choeea grave ; 
Above him there rises no praise-speakiiig column, 
But there the thin folds of hia couatiy'B flag vave. 

Tea, in place of the um and the prond Ueuaolenm, 
The flag so oft boroe 'mid the dying and dead, 
The flag which he fought for with noblest devotion, 
Sow droops in the grasa oa the conqueror's head. 

How happy to rest &om the storm and the troubles. 
Which rend all the hearts of his country in twain ! 
How happy to turn from the sight of the contest, 
The red blazii^ town and the death-h&unted plain ! 

Now in plao* of the war-ory and din of the battle 
So Bound breaks the tranquil repose of the vale, 
Save the whisper of trees in the soft summer night wind,' 
Or the voices of villagers borne on the gale. 

VOL, v. a 2 
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70 TBX DEATH OP QBNK 

It needs no memorial or epitaph o'er Tiim 
To tell in the coureb of long years still to come 
That a soldier he yet was both godly and tender, 
Though bravest in fight, ho was gentlest at home. 

B. M. C, OzFOSD. 
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lOTE spoke not, bnt his heart beat high; convnluon 
** heaved his breast, 

As on his stalwart shoulder her fair head she closely pressed ; 
Fixed was his eye — that look of mingled pity and despair — 
The look of stifled agony which only men can wear : 
Gentle yet firm, he songht to soothe by many a fond caress ; 
He would not ^dd a pang to swell her cup of bitterness : 
Finn, though his heart was wrong — 'twill haunt his 

memory for years — 
He saw that sad, that touching sight, — a pleading wonum's 

tears. 

Pleading — but ah ! the time was past when he might thus 

be won; 
That faithful heart no more could feel as it eo long had 

done: 
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LoDg did he strive b> qaell the thooghts that stung him 

day by day, 
Alas ! the wound grew deeper and more painful by delay. 
He knew she loved him dearly, — he could read it in her 

eye, 
Could hear it in her gentle voice, or e'en her futtering 

sigh; 
One charm had fled, and wiiJi it all the hopes indulged in 

The dreams of youth are faded; can they ever smile again? 

He had watched her from her childhood with a tender 
anxious care ; 

'Twas for her he breathed to Heaven hia most fervent heart- 
felt prayer, 

'Twas her eweet smile be looked for first, by absence made 
more sweet; 

And if he strove for honour, 'twas to lay it at her feet : 

She was hia earthly idol, his delight, his hope, his ptide ; 

His greatest pleasure was to have his darling by bis side : — 

Oh ! why, when we are doomed to toil and misery from 
our birth, 

"Why set we our affections on the fleeting things of earth ? 

We may have pain and sorrow as Life's troubled waves we 

cross; 
Each day may bring a care, a disappointment, or a loss : 
Priends may depart, our dear ones sink untimely -to the 

grave. 
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Or Heaven in one short faoor may take the blesdngs which 

it gave. 
Sickness ot age may wei^ ns dawn, or deep remorse for 

All may be fair and bright aroond, all dark and drear 

■within: — 
But, oh ! can aught in life or death that we can know or 

prove, 
Can aught be worse than Ihis, to be deceived in one we 

love? 

They talk of fame and happiness, and brighter days in store ; 
But happy days are gone from him, gone to return no more. 
He stiU loves on : love eannot die, if it be true and pnre ; 
There may indeed be nought to love, but it will still endure. 
The world knows not, Mends know not of this last, this 

bitter grief. 
And did they know, 'tis tai beyond their power to give 

relief: 
So ! years may roll, and Portune smile, success his path 

may grace, 
But the memory of that parting nought but Death will e'er 
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Jli ^ ScarboroQgh, as at Bethesda, y on'll find, 

***■ Ifever you go with your wife and your daughters, 
A giwdly collection of lame, halt, and blind. 
But precioua few angels to trouhU the walert. 

YOSICK. 



Dg.l.zedt>>COOglC 



W^t ^mmtain "^akji. 



%fIiOS eajas calicem pauiceiiB mbor 
**• Fnetexit, specie non sine aimplioi, 
Fatum Bidere Iscvo 
Te nobis tulit obTinm ; 
Kam mistam atipula Tomere niatictiB 
Cerrioeiu gracilem deprimit : ab tibi 
Blanda fronte nitenti 
Senu parcere Tellem ! 

Son jam. Ma tois ales amoribiiB, 
Te, peonas agitans rore graTes, qnatit 
Ihun Be tollit in aiiras 
£t canta tremulo occupat 
Crescentem, macnliB visa procal, diem I 
Honrebat Boreas, exacuena gela, 
Te Bub tempoie veria 
Sato, piimitiiB agri : 
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THE HOUNTUR DUST. 

Quin et Buppodtnin vix euperans solum 
Ridebas, rapidi turbmie imme^nor : 
Te non sylva pro<;«lli8 
Objecta, et paries tegit, 
TJt qiias pictns opes hortns habet ; libi 
QmeTiB gleba placet : te juvat hispidum 
Fratnin : lumiDa fallis 
Simplex prateremitiam. 



Barig tecta comie, pectore candido 
Captabas radios, bellis, amabiles 
ToUebaaque modeatam 
Formam : vomere sub fore 
Nunc Buccisa eadia. Non aliter jacet 
<tuEG virgo patrios deseruit Laree 
Q,uam decepit amator 
Fromiesis male credulam. 



Sic Titffi miserte tentat aquaa truces 

Fallacis nimium nesciua equoris 
Tales, dum fiiror nndte 
Veataique imperiosior 

Nodam coQsilio perdiderit ratem. 

Necnon pauperiem qui didicit pati 
DignuB laude, remittit 
Se tandem invidifi minor, 
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THB MOUXTAIK DAISY. 

Fluctnque obniiter non snperabOi, 
Soli oara Deo, ludibrium snis ! 
* Te qui floris acerbam 
Mortem eongemis anferat 
Quondam Bors eadem — neo faciet moram 
Fatia qd color eat flore prior roB» : 
Perdet te quoque aratmm 
Fulcbris parcere nescium. 
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In humbla imilalion of fand it ii lo be hopsd tingahU U the 
lamt tune tuj CJiarle* Matkewa't Celehrated Patter Song, 
"The Fall of Pabis," 



TTNSEBOBADS ! who come op fresh, and wieli to kno-w 

^ the sort of life 

That men at Oxford lead ere they experience have bought 



Listen to tho lay of one who's had with Oxford much to do, 
And liked it onoe, and likes it still, but from another point 

of riew. 
Oxford, though so venerable, has University dnes to mind. 
And fines without compunction those who care sot F's and 
Q's to mind. 

Undergrad or Tuft, 

I hope you won't be huffed 
If I tell you how to pass through Oxford with £elat ; 

Battels, chattels, 

Horses, courses, 
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Hunting, punting, 
Beading, feeding, 
Adverae done 
And pressing duns. 
What common thinge they are ! 
But if you'll please attend 
And be patient to the end, 
I will tell you how to pass throngh Oxford with delat. 

Settling when you come up first that honours you'll be 

' trying for, 
That Mathematics ciphers are that you'll at least be sigh- 
Staying in all day and reading, drinking tea and toast and 

water, 
Caring more for Glass Lists than our Tiotoiies by land and 

water; 
Spoiling paper by the ream with not«s devoid of roasoniug, 
As silly and insipid as a goose without the seasoning, 
Till each adverse doo 
Looks upon you as a son : 
That is not the way to pass throngh Oxford with ielai. 
Battels, chattels, &c. 

Now my advice to Freshmen is to only run up moderate 

ticks, 
And to avoid the &te of those who get into a regular fix ; 
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Who often flatter for a while ; but, when the reckoning 

comes, are found 
A dividend to offer, of dimensions meagre in the pound. 
Boating, hontii^, riding, shootii^, all ore good for Oxford 

And cricketing, and all sudi sports ; but do Boms' reading 
now and then : 

80 when the Schools appear 
Ton may floor them every year, 

Take your degree, and get through Oxford with ietat. 



YOKICK. 
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^J^jist K ^otklgoxat, &t. 



IT FUEIB, i suae est equittmdnm in enrndine longfi 
* • Q,uo crux quadriTium Banbniiense sooat. 
VeatibuH indgnis mulier regaliboB illio 

Qoadrupedia nivei fortia terga premit 
Ora pedum di^tie bia qtunqne sonantia pendent, 

Qaot dextra annellie tot quoqne Imva nitet : 
Sic, ttbicunqne Tolet gracilea inflecteie &ieiioB, 

Undiqne tinnitu dnlce sonabit iter. 
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AIS : " OOAL'BLACK BOSE." 

A 'b the Academicals we're all supposed to wear; 

B 'a for Brown the Uarahal, and his two Bnlldogs 

C standB for the Caution, that we're given in 

D 'b the Don, demore and bland. Ye men ! steer clear 
of him! 

Chobvs : Ton shall see from my rhymcB 
what appear to me 
The signs of the times in the 
A, B, C. 

E stands for the Elements of Enclid's horrid name ; 
F stands for the Pignres, which don't help you in the 

same; 
stands for the Glorious Mucker one goes in the 

Schools ; 
H stands for the Hexagon, reducible by rules. 

CnoBUB : Yon shall see, Ac. 
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I Btands for the Interest nun, that's brimful of miB- 

takea; 
3 stands for the Jokes on it, which the Examiner 

makes; 
E stands for the Knowledge contained in the tome 
Of L that stands for Livy, the Historian of Borne. 

Chobus : You shall see, &c. 

M stands for the Matter yon're to get up for the 
Schools ; 

N stands for the Note Book, that's crammed with use- 
less rules j 

stands for Observance of Oxford regulations ; 

P the Proctors, who enforce the same on all occasions. 
Choeps : Tou will see, &e. 

Q, stands for the Question the Examiners advance ; 
B stands for the Bandom shot, that nullifies your 

chance; 
S stands for the Sympathy the Dons pretend to ^ow ; 
T stands fer the "Tavern," to which they make 

you go. 

Chobus : Tou will see, iic. 

U is the Uneasiness with which you break the news 
Ta V the Vexed old governor, who'll perhaps supplies 
refuse ; 
yf 'a the "Weariness of waiting for his answer ; 
ButX is the 'Xchequer, he replenishes like a man, sir! 

Chokxfs : Tou will see, &e. 
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Now to the twa^ last letters I beg to call attention, 
Y Z'a for the wiseheads, which I will try to mention : 
There's Falmcrston and Derby, Aristotle, Johnson, 

Garriek, 
And Cicero and Plato, 'mongst whom never will be 

YORICE. 

CnostTS : Ton will nee, &c. 
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^olenso or not ^altma. 



VIJl^HAT time of day was Adam bom 7 

' ■ Colenso won't believe 
When I BSBert 'twas afternoon 
A little before £kn ! 

. YOBICI, 
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(BTIENS.) 



T>£I6HT ran thy line, Qalloway, 
Through many a far-famed sire : 
So ran the far-famed Roman way : 
So ended in a miie. 
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^trtm ^aimc. 



TJONTICE, per proavos perque inelyta nomina patrum 
** Htec tlbi dedncta est liuea clara diu : 
Sic via deducta est Romania inelyta fabrie, 
Sic in limoso desiit ilia lacu, 



Dg.l.zedt>>COOglC 



^Ilen mg '^tm. 



'SRlLLEN my own love, Ellen my dear, 

** The cry of my heart is, " "Would thon wert here." 

I whisper aloud and I eigli to my heart, 

" Ah ! cruel the distance that keeps ua apart." 

Tet why should I ever, for ever sigh after 
The music that stUI in my fancy I hear. 

The tones of thy voice and the ring of thy laughter, 
Ellen my own love, Ellen my dear ? 

Tet I wear at my heart, my dear, my dear, 

A. circlet, a ringlet of rich brown hair ; 

And a likeness fixed In my fancy lies 

Of a sweet young foce with loving eyes. 
And I know that there stole from under those shy lids, 

The day of our parting, a beauti^ tear, 
And that love lay hidden behind thoso eyelids, 

Ellen my own love, Ellen my dear. 
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Silt the winter is going, my dear, my dear, 

And the crocuses wake and appear. 

And draw from under the frozen mould 

Delicate mantles of green and gold ; 
And oh ! by thy tow thou art mine in the summer, 

"Wlien the roses are red in the heart of the year ; 
When the lily sways down with the bee, that wild 
hummer, 

Ellen my own love, Ellen my dear. 

E.G. 
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libwr j^Ccgto ]^ositmn ^ahma." 



HOB. GABM. ii. 6. 



WIIBUR, thy Argive founder'a reat, 
* Be tflo the rest of my old_age ! 
The home of one storm-tost, way-worn, 



Whence if the nnjust Fates debar, 
My houm shall be thy fleece-deckt stream, 
Sweet Oalese, and the exiled king 
Phalanthne' fields. 

Sweet smiling spot, to me more dear 
Than all beside, thy orchat flniits 
Than otheie mellower are, more clear 
Thy honey drops. 
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Long spring and winters waxm ore thine 
From heaven, and on thy fruitful Tines 
Thy Aulon breathing envies not 
Fftlemum's grapes. 

Thee doth you spot with me demand. 
Ah ! heaven's own heights ! There thou must steep 
In duty's tear, my emhers warm, 
Thy poet Mend. 
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Wo M^arg. 



A VALENTINE. 



Jfc NEW life flualies every hedge 
*** With leaves that open from the wood ; 
The robin sits not on the liidge, 
But flies away in lighter mood. 

Me, too, the season holder makes, 
Aad drives away the bashful fear, 

And lends me heart of grace, that tak«s 
Its fervour from the brightening year. 

And, if you grant the season's claim, 
I take the privilege, and dare 

To call you by the sweetest name- 
Mary — that thrives in EngliBh air; 
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To tell you that for loag unkaown 
ToTir sweetness fell on fallow ground, 

And with a richness all its owa 
Broke into life and love around : 

That now it ripens to its noon ; 

For Winters pass, and Spring is fleet ; 
And childhood goes ; and every moon 

Beholds your beauty more complete. 

Yes ! childhood goes. So let it be : 
Our lives from step to step arise. 

Soon those who know you best will see 
A dawning starlight m your eyes : 

Will see you wake to higher joys. 

And wake to all things fair and good,. 
Wake &om a dream of girlhood's toys, 
. Wake into tender womanhood. 

And while your beauty gathers force, 
I, too, may praise amongst the rest; 

But free from thoughts that have their source 
In passion or self-inter«st. 

For love we must the Beautiful, 
Where'er its perfect form be aet ; 

And praise, though without hope to cull 
The rose or woodland violet. 
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But you, fair maiden, will not guess 
"Who wrote these tributary lines ; 

Yet take them ; let your forour bless 
This licensed day of Valeutiiiee. 
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JSSrigp in [^©arhness. 



^^KO day so dark, but that some glimmer Etreama 
^i£^ Across onr path of -wearmesB and woe ; 
Either the morning streak, oi evening glow, 

Or the fiill noontide's cheering golden beams. 

The change is slow bnt sore : let not the mark 
Be missed, for lack of patience and of love : 
Beach out the oatstretched palms to God above, 

And walk in faith, though all aiound be dark. 

Here is no home. Imperfect, at the best, 
Are all things on the level flat of rairth, 
And marred and ruined &om their primal birth. 

Rife with unquiet. Only dreams of rest. 

Tet are caught glimpses, where the sunlight glows 

Amid the daft, of beauty and repose. 



S. EnnnKD Hall, Oxfoed. 



•-.G.L. 
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Mim-:Est!i M.tUit. 



f QfHWAS in the suimy summer time, 
w The summer breeze waa low, 
I watched beneath the bending trees 
The shadows come and go. 



The white-lcared lilies slumbering lay 

Upon the drowsy tide ; ■ 
And blue-eyod Nellie's fragile form 

Was nestled at my side. 



I held her UtUe blue-Teined hand, 
And stroked her yellow hair, 

And thought the aun-Ioved summer days 
Had never been so fair. 
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BI.UB-ETED N ELLIS. 

'Twas in the breezy antumn time, 
The trembling leaves were red, 

The ga,y ohryBaatheniimiB had bloomed, 
The smniner flowers were dead, 

The nymph-like lilies' slender forms 
Hod snnk beneath the tide ; 

And now no blue-eyed Nellie came 
To nestle at my side. 

Bnt she could hear the dead leaves fall. 
All through the long still day, 

And see the shadows come and go 
Around her as she lay. 



'Twos in the dreary winter time. 

The enow lay deep aroond, 
Tbe trees like moomfnl spectres rose 

From out the shrouded ground, 

I passed the ice-bound hawthoni boughs, 

I passed the frozen tide, 
No more to mnnnur at my feet 

With NeUie by my ude. 
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BLTTE-ETED KBLLIE. 

I lingered is the lone church-yard 

To see her laid to rest, 
And shuddered that the cold white anow 

Should lie upon her breast. 

Alas ! to think the lilies soon 
Will crown that summer tide. 

But blue-ej^ed fiellie never more 
Will neatie at my aide ! 
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W^t j^aturan Mtd. 



^'EN as the maid 

"" By faithlesB love betrayed. 

It trusts, too frail. 

The bosom of the gale, 

Wtose sweet, sweet breath 

Wafhs it to humbling death : 

'While in the bud 

Fresh with the tree's spring blood, 

'Wliile in the green 

Bright with the summer's sheen, 

Now in the mire 

'Beft of its pleasant 'tire, 

Alone it drags 

lu brown and tattered rags. 



TfliK. Coll., Oxon. 
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C^i LITTLE head is deeping low 
(3)' 'Neath the churchyard ojpreas row 
That is all tlic world may know ; 

But onr hearts 
Faithful cherish a sweet face 
Shadowed in thy vacant place, 
Shuddering miss each childish grace, 

EUie, EUie ! 

Jfo more thou tdppest by our side, 
Our own; hut now at eventide 
We pray to go where thou dost 'bide 

Evermore. 
And still the Zephyrs, mnimuring round 
Where teardropa dew the holy ground, 
Will mock thy angel-accents' lound, 

EUie, Ellie T 
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We wander in the summer ^ades, 

Where thy sweet music thrilled the gkdes : 

Thy summer, blessed one, never fades. 

Glad thy song. 
Awhile thou blossomed with us here ; 
But now we checb the rising t«ar, 
And &ncy still thy spirit near, 

Ellie, Ellie ! 
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^onni l^eratein's ^cii&al. 



^M^OUNT Heratein sate in hia loftj hall, 
ij^ His hall 80 lofty and wide ; 
And hia gay retainers were gathered all 
To greet his lovely hride. 

More jolly grew the merry crew, 
As they kept the festal tide. 

And many a baron of .goodly port. 
Sprung from many an ancient line. 

From many a eastle, tower, and fort, 
That flank the silver Shine, 

Was gathered now to grace, I trow. 
The feaKt of Count Herstein. 

T FTis bride she sate all dressed in lace. 
Her form was of fairest mould. 

She sipped her wine with a winning grace, 
And her oup was of chastened gold ; 
For a cup less rare unfitting were 
The bride of a baron so bold. 
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COimT HESSTEIM B BRIVAL. 

The old clock strack on ttie western tower 

So desolate and drear, 
It Htnick the deadly midiii^t hour. 

But BC&Fce reached the baron's ear, 
Ab loudly passed the spirit-blaat 

'Mid the tempeef s wild career. 

Slowly it tolled o'er the sluggish moat, 
And by those who the story tell, 

'Tie said it uttered a muffled note. 
Like the toll of a passing bell, 

Oc like the strain beard on the main 
That tolls tlie Bailor's knell. 

Then up rose that baron, with wild mien. 

He rose in dreadful haste, 
But ere he spoke be drained, I ween, 

His goblet shapely chased — 
" Now to my call attend ye all, 

For the hour is come at last. 

" Well wot ye all that in time of old 

A baron grim and foul 
Upon this eve of Candlemas, 

O'er flowing stonp and bowl 
Of Ualvoisie, an oath aware he 

By sacred pix and cowl : — 
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OOUNI HEBSIEIN B BBIDAL. 

" When yonder clock the dread midnight liour 

Should toll upon this night 
His spirit ebould visit the western tower 

All dreadful clad in white. 
And there all grim, uncouth in limb, 

Should waoder till coming light. 

" This oath aware he, and now list all 

To the oath that T do ewear : 
Sy this my donjon, tower, and ball, 

By earth, and sea, and air, 
I him deiy, and forthwith hie 

To meet his dread sprite there." 

Ifow sudden paled each reveller's brow. 

Each spirit inly lept, 
They tried to change the baron's tow; 

Close clung his bride and wept : 

Heaven would forgive that he should leave 

Such wicked oath onkept. 

Gently repelled be every brave. 

Each baron he bade aaide. 
And gentler still away did wave 

His weeping winsome bride ; 
Then, withoat word, hard grasped his sword, 

And &om the wassail hied. 
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Long minutes passed since their hardy chief 

Parted on hie fearful quest, 
WMle terror held each deep-drawn breath, 

And feaf held every breast ; 

As they whispered low, 'twas just as though 

They sate at a burial feast. 

Now rose a fearful shriek within, 

So piercing, wild, and shrill ; 
The hot blood rushed to each gallant's cheek. 

Hearts sickened and grew chill : 
There came but one, and when 'twas gone, 

All again was deadly stilL 

The lamps flickered strange and curiously. 

Like a wisp in the marshy fen, 
The hconds growled low and frightedly 

Ere they laid them down again. 

As thoDgh some sight had Caused them fright, 

Denied to mortal men. 

Then up rose three barons of stalwart might, 

- Three barons left the board. 

They girded them their hauberk bright, 

Their bauldric, dirk, and sword. 
Then from that crew they alow withdrew, 

But spoke tliey never a word. 
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Now the lamps tbat gleamed are flickenng dim, 

B«vealed a scene indeed ; 
Untaste by lips each beaker's brim, 

TJnbroached each cask of mead — 
Lips that late woke the wassail joke 

Now quivered pale instead. 

But quick returned those stalwart three, 

And the lamp's stiU sickly light 
Beflected cheeks that once were dark, 

Now fearful pale and white ; 

Nor aught spake they to their dying day 

Of that had met their sight. 

But never again' appeared that lord 

"Who oath so rashly made, 
Nor ere to sit at the ancient board, 

The next of kin assayed ; 

But, left to rust and fall to dust, 

The castle walla decayed. 

And often as strikes the dread midnight hour, 

As Candlemas eve draws near, 
"When the storm-god wails o'er the western tower 

So desolate and drear, 
It is averred that a shriek is heard 

'Mid the tempest's wild career. 

WoEC. Coll., Oxford. B. C. 
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ItVRINK to the brave! 
"^^ The brave that love the bowl, 
And drown beneath the wave 
The anguish of the Bonl ! 

A dozen thirsty boqIb, 

Whose courage well was tried. 
Had spread the festive board, 

And quaffed the goyons tide. 

A loud laugh ehook the board, 

And it was overaet ; 
Down wont the festive load 

And all the crew complete. 

It was not that the bottle 
Or bnmper gave the shock, 

It was not Xerea shrary, 
Champagne, or sparkling hock. 
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Drink to the brave ! 

Brave Bibulus ia gone. 
His last vioe-ctip is epUt, 

Hia work of suction dtme. 

His head 'was on aside, 
His cup was in Hs hand, 

When Bibulus went down 
Becanse he oonld not stand. 

Baise the poor fellow np ! 

Once first to crown the howl, 
And mingle in the cup 

The tide that oheers the soul. 

That cap of brightest edlver 
Shall circle round ^ain, 

Full charged with best Oporto, 
Or brimming with champagne. 

But Bibulus is gone, 

His song and jest are o'er; 

And he amidst the table legs 
la elumhering od the floor. 

EXBTEB (ioLL., OXFOED. 
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BONOHUECH. 

1 3th Sunday after Trinity, 



JNE7EB can forget that Sunday night, 
I sat alone bedde the buiial Bod, 
I watched the moon eail o'er her sea of light. 
And the dear atare of God'. 

No Boond disturbed the stillness of that time 
Save the low murmoT of the resUese wave, 
A seeming echo to the Church bell's chime, 
Beside that oroas-crowned grave. 

I thoDght of tiiOBe whose straggles all were o'e 

In the calm rest of God's untroubled sleep ; 
Of white'Tohed saints upon the tidelesa shore, 
Where none may toil or weep. 
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} IK MEUORIAU. 

And then I thought of that far better Land, 

From every storm and darkening tempest free, 
Where never billow Boba upon the strand, 
For thtrt is no more sea ! 

Until I alinoBt longed to be at rest 

From life's exceeding sorrow and ita care ; 
To join, e'en now, the antbema of the blest, 
Their perfect gladness share ! 

But while I dreamed of God's eternal Home, 

Watching the shadows as they flitted by, 
Voices all dear and earnest seemed to oome 
From out the grave and sky. 

Bidding me work while it is called To-day ; 

To suffer, if He will, and so be strong ; 
To nse His blessed gifla as best I may. 
For no true life is long. 

Thus, from this lonely tomb beside the shore, 

I learnt the lessons — hardest, yet the best : — 
I will be patient — I will dream no more, 
And Be will give me rest ! 
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qSHE rwn falls fart, 

™ The sky's o'ercaet, 

And I am shut up ia my study. 

Oil that, instead of grinding " Books," 
I spent my time in soaring rooks, 
Or tending sheep, a youth and mddy ! 

A Bbepherd boy. 

My Boul to joy 
With warbling pipe ; and pay addresses 
'Uid groves, beneath the rainless sky 
Of Sidney's lovely Aready, 
To dainty fair-haired ahepherdesseB. 

TOL. T. 
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Vain dream, away ! 
Long past' a the day 
Of sach romantic' conntry'faiioiea — 
The shepherd-boy B are cIumBy loats, 
Not half 80 good as Colin Clout's—* 
The ladies — brawny Joana and 2f aaeiM — 

Ah no ! ISo change 
For me — I'll range 
Through my lone life, in learned leiEmre ; — 
My Oxford, let me hymn thy praise ! 
Return, Commemoration days 
Of golden joy and brimming pleaeore ! 

Tes I they live still, 
And like a rill 
That threads through moss its trickling mazes — ' 
Its track betrayed by tell-tale green — 
So those bright days cast back a sheen 
On my dull life, which fairly dazes — 

Ah ! green was I 
And dull, and shy 
As any clown who grins through collar — 
Tet were yon kind, and doffed your state, 
At Concert, Ball, Masonic FSte — 
To charm an awkwtu^l absent scholar. 

* Colin Clout, The tmn ifa plupu of Spenser in hia enrlier Pas- 
toral poenu. 
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And then you came 
(His rooms to Bhamo 
By your bright presence) to hia College^ 

Straight from the Broad "Walk's brilliant thiong 
Tou came, and sate his hooks among. 
Praising his prizes and his knowledge. 

Glad times were they ! 
Woe worth the day 
That they are past and gone for ever ! 
ITot realty gone — for fancy giyes 
Their bright hues hack — while memory lives 
No time, no space, can true hearts sever ! 

Alas for him ! 
His eyes are dim, 
With joyons visions at tiiat table 
Where still he aita to con and pore 
On books, and " days that are no more," 
Mourning o'er Fortune's whima unstable — 

Why should she hide 
Her face ? Why side 
With men to whom her help is needless ? 
Why dash iier cup from parching lips. 
That only crave a few short sips ? 
Why mock hia hopes, of suffering heedless ? 

TOL. T. L 2 
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Well! be it so! 
My lot I knoif. 
To toil an ill-paid half-fed curate, 
Contented with my bread and cheese. 
To do the work, nor finger fees — 
To pay — ^not lire upon — the poor-rate. 

Perchance e'en this 
Yields truer bliss 
Than wealth, with worldly toil and trouble ; 
And sure I am, that when I wait 
(My work well done) at Hearea's high gate, 
My joy and portion shall be double ! 

C. C. C, OxoM. a 
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W^t M^&i :J^W oi % (Dlb Wm, 



J WATCHED the Old Tear as it lay a-dying, 
TLe moon's cold light fell on the darkened bee 
I heard the winds their R^uieteat sighing 
Over his weary head. 

His work was done ; and like a warrior olden, 
The hard fight o'er, he laid hie armour down, 
And passed all silent through the portal golden, 
Where gleams the victor's crown. 

Wliat a strange life It was ! Oh, if the story 
Of all its joys and Borrows coold be known, 
How would dark shadows, mingling with ite ^ory, 
Bound its whole course be thrown! 
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How many tears hare fallen hot and thickly ! 
How many '^oimded hearts, with anguish Eore, 
Hare uttered the deep longing, " come quickly; 
Our hnried hopes restore ! " ' 



Hov many blessed gifts of truest gladness 
TTiH own dear hand has scattered on our way ! , 
How oft His voice of love, amid our sadness. 
Turned darkness into day ! 



Old dying Tear, thy memories are dearer 
Than any of thy grandsires gone before ; 
I feel as though thy waves had brought me nearer 
To the Eternal Shore. 



So here I bring its every sin and sorrow, 

Its deeds accomplished and its work undone, 

To His dear Cross, and wait the bright to-morrov, 

And the unsetting Sun. 



Therefore, Old Tear, ferewell ! I watch thee dying. 
Struggling in weakness for thy latest breath ; 
I catch the lessons thou wouldet teach me, lying 
In the calm sleep of death ; 
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THS OLD TEAS. 



116 



'And tliese tiiy last fiuat words, while mom doQi 

brighten, — 
" TTp and be doing ; lay in golden store ; 
Till the great harrest of the world shall whiten, 
And Time shall be no more." 

R.H.B. 
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AQav&TMe Qvifro'ial Tor&p mi x^/"* 



In humhU imitation of, and it it to be hoped nngahle t 
the tame tune ae Ckarlet Mathews's " Dbea.ii of Dmou-vb." 



^|P WAS still in a slumber, 

^^^ Packed away was the lumber 

Of ancient conuudntms and riddLea, and riddles, 

When an uproar I heard, 

Tery like — on my word — 

The tuning and scraping of fiddles, of fiddles ; 

I saw Convocation 

From my lofty station 

(I was up in the "Undergrads' " gallery, gallery), 

■Writhing and seething, 

And like babies teething, 

Dons were puling about Jowett'a salary, salary. 
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The world vas excited, 

I felt quite benighted, 

I didn't know what folks were doing, were doing ; 

TTp comes Monsieur Thiers, 

And said " Have no fears, 

For it's Oliyer Cromwell I'm wooing, I'm wooing." 

Then Viotor Emmanuel 

Said " Now folks, can yon all 

Tell me why Palmerston's ranting, 'ston's ranting ?' 

" Tea, " said Cobden and Bright, 

" Julius Cfesar was right, 

For Falstaff U following Banting, 'ing Banting." 

And then I dreamed Homer 

Resided at Cromer, 

And Oortsohakoff played at 6cart6, 4carte, 

And Helen ItoGfregor, 

And the " tatty blind leggar 

0/Bethnal Qrten" made up the party, the party. 

Then JTr. ©'Israeli, 

And Derby, and Paley, 

All three eang a lachrymose ditty, 'mose ditty. 

And Uiaa Burdett Coutts 

Bothered Herr Ueyer Lutz, 

To act on the Shakeepeaie Committee, Committee. 
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Then ItothecUld and Manning, 
Lord Gla^ow and Canning, 
Inanlted old Arietogeiton, 'togeiton, 

;enB and Shelley, 

upper, we tell ye 

t a ETubject to vrito on, to write on. 

it my head 

)p of the bed, 

oke firom my dream so confusing, confiising, 

[ suffered &om it, 

care a bit, 

iders but find it amumng, amnaing. 

YOSICK. 
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-.EIGHT ripples down the Autnnui stm 

And lights the dark-armed cypress tr«e ; 
( Fair Nature smiles ; but sad the day 
That hides my own, my love, from me. 

I veil me in the cypress boogh, 

And through the welling tear-mist peep ; 
I Bee, yet blindly, where she now 

la kissed by falH"g sods to sleep. 

Why should I live ?— a little while— 
A twin grave 'neath the cypress lies. 

And where the dewy tear-drops fell, 
A orosB is pointing to the skies. 
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BEnri^ ani> "DSeauta. 



TQf OW nearly Truth and Beauty are allied — 
** Scarce two in nature ; one in lovelinesB, 
For Truth it was the noble martyrs died, 

Whose lives and deatiis confessed its nobleness : 
Its praises form the theme of poets' song, 

Whose privilege it is and constant claim. 

With heart inspired and tongue of heavenly £ame 
To expose the hideous hatefulness of wrong, 

And shew forth virtue's excellence. She knew 
Full well the poot's mission, from whom his name — 
' God's prophet of the Beautiful' — first come ; 
For Beauty's truth he sings ; and in his mind, 
Whate'er his song, this maxim still you find, 

That Truth is beautiful and Beauty true. 

C. C. C, Oxford. A. 6. 1 
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@®S ©'astlt. 

Suggested bj "The Poor EeUtioii'B Story," by Chatlea Dicteiw. 



Kj^mJE were a merry company 
^^^ Aronnd the ChriBtmas board, 
WithiD, the ashen bigots blazed. 
Without^ the night-irmd roarod. 

There were all kith and kind. 

The rich ones and the poor, 
Por when the Cliriatiuas time comes round, 

Wide open stands the door. 



And all in tnm vere telling tales, 
To while away the time : 

Some told a proay narratiTe, 
Some read a tale in rhyme. 
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UT CilII.E. 

' Tliere was one quiet, kind-eyed man 

"Whose face was pinched and pale 
As though he Beldom saw good cheer ; 
And thus he told his tale i — 

" You know, my friends, that I am poor, 

Some on this earth must be ; 
And yet I have a mine of wealth 

Which more of yon may see. 

" Tou know my little cottage home ? 

No wife, no children there ! 
Yet I have both, whieh you know not. 

And lands and gardens &ir. 

" I have a Castle of my own, 
Where my wife and children stay, 

And a park and stately avenue 
Where I wander many a day. 

" The poor and sick come lonnd my gate, 

And receive an ample ahare, 
Joyful I see them turn away, 

And bless me for my care, 

" And you, dear iriends, are welcome too, 

You feast in my castle hall. 
When the ruddy Christmas faggots cast 

Long shadows on the wall- 
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" There ie my little dangliter too. 
My daughter with golden hair, 

And the gentle wife I love bo well, 
Are all in my castle there. 

" Yon Bmile to hear me tell my tale,' 

Ton Bay my wife ia dead, 
The grave has hid her gentle face, 
And my daughter's golden head. 

" Tou tell me I am old and poor. 

My castle aU a dream, 
And that my hrow is turned by thoughts 

Of what I misht have been. 

" And yet my oaatle dots exist. 

And if you ask me, where ? 
I tell you that my castle is — 

A castle in the air ! " 

B. N. C, OxTOUD. W 
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Sfitay^ on a ^^tfuxtit ^rnig 



41 



SCENES that have fled, too quickly sped, 
■^ Sweet hours of lecreation : 



t Too fleetly liast tboa paased avay, 
^■t— ^1 Be8pect«d Long Vacation ! 

Scene that muat come, thrice funky time, 
Diead hour of care and iroe ; 

Too close ia thy proximity 
Detested Little-go! 



To mnse on pleasure past and gone 
Can but inspire dejection, 

Tet oft will memory indulge 
Tn sweets of Betrospection. 
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EPITAPn OS WTTG TACiTlOS. 

And so above tby bier I place 
These words of gratulation ; 

Alas ! -what termi can ahadow forth 
The pleoBoreB of Vaeatim ? 



0, Alma Matet ! -when I first 
WaB bora to thee, I ween 

I well deserred thy sons' reproach, 
They called me "jolly green." 



I went to Chapel every day. 
Walked with the slowest men, 

Never missed Lecture, rose at four 
And went io bed at ten. 



But Chapel soon I learnt to out, 
Lectures I dubhed a bore, 

I joined the Boat-club, rose at ten 
And oft retired at four. 



And when my chum gave a sly hint 

About Examination, 
I said, " Old boy, I'll read like mad 

AU through the Long Vacation. 



t>> Google 



EPITAPH on LONG ViCATION. 

" No recreation will I take, I 

But eteady be and sober." I 

But now I liaven't T6ad a word, 
And close upon October ! 

Come then, my loDg-negleeted books ! 

(Each dog must have his day) 
Come "Caba," come "Coaches," " Crnm-book," 
come, 

To nerve me for the fray. 



With you I'll spend a few dull weeks 
From pleasure banished far, 

Then whirl aloft my gray-gooee qnill 
And hie me to the war. 

I must confess that very oft 

Uy mind's prophetic eye 
Pictures a " Pluck." But never mind I 

I TOW I'U have a shy. 

Yet ere we part, I fain would waft 

The note of salutation 
To thee, my loved — my early lost — 

My sainted Long Yaeation. 
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^^trrg anb fitters. 



S. TTOW Bweet to watch the early dawn ! 

-'-^ How sweet to watch each opening flower ! 
£. 'Tis vtry sweet to waate your time, 

And find you've misaed the breakfast hour ! 

8. How sweet to wander fancy free, 

Unheeding evening's warning dews 

And thinlt — 
B. About that Httle Bill 

For money lent you by the Jews ! 

8, How aweet to find in after years, 
That you posscsa one true &iend still ! 

B. Bab ! purblind one ! he only waits 
Until be finds you've made your will. 

S. Is there a bright side to the moon? 

Friend Bitten, how say you ? 
S. I really oannot stop to think. 

The Dew rails, hem ! adim f 
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St^t MixOi rf .^^obttt. 



PAN was sleeping imder an oak, 
"With his dagon dropped from his hand ; 
And all was huahed in the windless night, 
Save where the long-ridged waters broke 
"Wave upon wave, o'er Cythera'a atrand ; 
While Hesper glimmered afar in Ma tTemulons etlier of light. 

And the waves in a blue unrest 
Rolled over their hyaline home, 
Jewelled and spangled and bright with the atarry light 

from above, 
Oatliering myriad crowns of creamy foam ; 
■When auddenly broke from the crest, 
Suddenly lay on the Ocean's billowy breast 
The delicate-breathing form of the Queen of lore. 
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THE BIBTH OF IPHKODITE. 129 



Slie 'was asleep ia her rocking bed ; 

One hand lay by her side, 

Tenderly curved to the ehape of a roseate shell ; 

The other rested her head, 

And the yellow mass of her hair gleamed on the rising swell 

Floating around on the Imninoua pl^ of the tide, 

Falling from shoulder to arm and glistening over her knee, 

Setting a golden feune to the perfectest pearl of the sea. 



Snch as the God-taught sculptor sees, 

When the passionate poet-thought of his heart lies bare ; 

And forth ftom the prisoning stone he &ees 

A glorious form to the light and air ; 

And the spirit of Beauty and Being brims 

In the drooping eyes and the arch of the Hps, 

And, aa he steps aside, there slips 

The milk-white splendour of life over the marble limbs. 



Smiling she lay in her sleep, 

Lighting the far- down halls of the deep 

With the tender ambrosia joy of a smUe for ever her own, 

Her smile immortally sweet, her smile eternally young : 

And old Poseidon rose from his branching coralline throne, 

And wakened a thousand echoes with chant and song. 
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130 THE BIRTS OF APHEODITE. 

She ia oome, nhe is come ! Awate, awake, 

Naiad and Triton 1 and haste from tiie purple depths of 

the sea, 
"With the JHbilaat shrill of the horn, and break 
The long deep silence, and hail the Queen of the world to be. 

On thy emerald bongh, Cytherean rose of the dells ; 

Bud and blossom, awake ! open your starry eyes, 

Eing her a musical welcome forth from your honeyed petals 

and bells. 
She is come, she is come ! her reign is nigh : 
All shall bow to her sway as the spring of her soveieignty 

dawns, 
From Zeus who sits in the clear white light of the sky, 
To the Oread pressing a silver foot on the velvet heart of 

the lawns. 

Ty'b Twbk. 
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'Mfii^ a "^"wh aa& 'Mivii ^^s&tli. 



^m£)S cheap advertiaements ate now 
^g^) Of all tbe papers going rounds, 
Oxford Bhoald auieljr head the list : 
"A Orede Profiuar : forttpoumds!" 



Dg.l.zedt>>COOglC 



]Rcscft». 



This poem ralates to tlie rei^ of Peter the Cruel, Mng of CastQe, 
who wsa BO obnoxioaa to hia Bubjecta that many of them joined 
Heiuy de Traostamare, Peter's natural brother, in order to place him 
on the ttirone, which they Bubaequently succeeded in doing. 



e^^KFT have I aeen the son majeetic rise, 

^U^^ And wead his course at dawn through cloudless 

Ere noon aniTes, daik shades his raya conceal, 
And all hie greatness and his splendour Bt«al. 
Tbaa have I known life's dawn appear aa &ir, 
Tet in youth's prime o'ercast with clouds and care. 
Youthful and beauteoDs, generous and kind. 

Bosetta had a pure and spotless mind ; 
Candour and trutli in her conspicuous ghone, 
And talents that would well have graced a throne. 
When Castile groaned beneath a tyrant's hand, 
And Pet«r's name was shunned throughout the land ; 
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KOSBITA. 133 

Her parente, driven trota their peeoeful home, 

"Were long condemned throagh vilds nnknown to roam; 

Till, worn with seeking for some peaceful glade. 

They fiied their dwelling in La Mancha'a shade. 

'Twas here that young Bosetta oft would rove, 

'Twas here ihe learnt to prize a brother's love. 

Till war, renewing, brought on Sreah alarms, 

And tore her much-loved fether &om her arms. 

TTiw countrymen, by long oppression tired, 

"With liberty and martial ardour fixed. 

At Peter's tyranny indignant grew, 

And joyfully to Henry's banners £ew : 

The sound of arms Alphonso's passions raise, 

His thirst for glory and his love of praise. 

Now first is Rosa's life with clouds o'ercast, 

Which all her brightest fairest prospects blast ; 

Joyous their peaoefiil dwelling reigns no more, 

And long appear the hours so fieet before. 

Calm was the evening, and the setting sun 
His doUy course as yet had scarcely run, 
When Bosa, seated by her brotlier's side, 
A youthful warrior standing near them spied : 
The youth, advancing, thus the maid addressed, 
While to her brother's aide she closer pressed : — 
"Let me, fair maid! thy kind compassion claim, 
From Castile's bloody plains I lately came, 
Deep through La Uancha's shades my jonmey lay„ 
And for I've travelled on this sultry day." 
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Witli graceful ease the sweet Bosetta rose. 
And the young stranger to her cottage shows ; 
At length arriTed, her mother first he meets, 
Who with a courteous air the warrior greets, 
Invites him to partake their frugal fare, 
And of their plain and simple meal to share. 
Conversing now of Henry's fall he speaks, 
Wheu he perceived Kosetta's pallid cheeks ; 
And now he sees the mantling hlusbes rise. 
And to tho ground she bends her tearfld eyes ; 
Conviction darted o'er his softened mind, 
The maid he seeks in Bosa he may find. 
He now proceeds : — " deign," cried he, " to lend 
Thine ear, and to my tale, fair maid, attend. 
Know that Alonzo is the same I hear. 
Of noble parents and rich lands the heir ; 
In early youth my tender mother died, 
Who for my welfare on my sire relied. - 

The king convened his peers to join his cause ; 
But truth and freedom were my father's laws : 
Disdaining to obey his base commands, 
The hated tyrant seized on all his lands. 
The unjust oppression roused my father's fire : 
In Henry's cause I joined my valiant sire. 
Where, fighting for that prince, he bravely fell : 
What were my feelings then, oh ! who shall tell? 
Uoumfiil and friendless, there I still remained, 
Till one old veteran my affections gained ; 
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He made me feel sweet friendBhip's balm once more, 

And sought t« heal the wound that hied so sore, 

Alas ! how Bhortly were my joys to end, 

For soon I lost my dear, my valued Mend ; 

Where battle fiercest raged he nobly fought, 

In vain my ansious eyes his image sought : 

At length a &intiag warrior I espied, 

The life-stream flowing from his wounded side : 

In him my much-loved friend I quickly knew, 

To his assistance almost frantic flew. 

He seized my hand, he pressed it to his heart : — 

'Oh! much-loved youth,' he cried, 'we now must part 

Hy dying words, my dear Alonzo, hear, 

My blessings to my wife and children bear, 

My prayers for my Boeetta's welfare take, 

Bid her to love thee for her father's sake : 

May'st thou in virtue's paths still nohly tread, 

May glory's brightest laurels crown thy head; 

May wondering nations of thy virtues tell — 

Oh ! ever dear Alonzo ! now farewell.' 

Then on his face arose the damp of death, 

And on this bosom he resigned his breath.'' 

Here poor Bosetta's cheek more pallid grows. 

The lily pale supplants the blushing rose. 

So youth and beauty ne'er so sweet appear 

As with it« cheek bedewed with sorrow's tear. 

Distress and grief now wrung Itosetta's heart. 

How to her mother the sod tale to impart. 
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Foot Eosa, thoQgh conanmed with invard grief, 
Still Bonglit to give her parent's heart relief j 
But vaiiL was all the daughter's tender oare, 
Affliction's deepest thorn iras planted there : 
And soon the struggles of her bosom cease, 
Soon she prepared t« quit the world in peace ; 
Her £oea to her heart she fondly preseed, 
And to her son her dying words addressed : — 
" Fernando, on thy worth I now rely ; 
To this dear child a other's place supply," 
She paused — as if in meditation deep, 
And placid snuk in everlasting sleep. 
His mother's chai^ Fernando well obeyed, 
In his affection to the lovely maid ; 
And sure if tenderness can heal the smart, 
And charm, away the grief which loads the heart, 
Deep sorrow soon must quit Bosetta's breast, 
Her lovely face again in smiles bo dressed. 
As the mild creeper, or the clustering vine, 
Bound the broad trellis their young tendrils twine. 
So twined Alonzo'a worth round Besa's heart, 
And to his breast new feelings did impart. 
And now again the threatened wars return, 
With martial ardour the young heroes bum 
Once more to join their injured country's cause, 
Bravely defend her liberties and laws ; 
But when Fernando saw his sister's tears. 
And for bis safe return expressed his fears, 
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His manly heart, which ne'er from danger Bhronk, 
With pity now and tender feelings ennk : — 
" To thy entreaties, dearest maid, I yield, 
Fernando will forego the helm and shield, 
"With thee, my Bosa, I wiE tarry here, 
Kor cause thy bosom aught for me to fear." 

Strong was the stmggle in Femando's mind, 
Kor to hifl feelings was his deter blind ; 
The sacrifice he made Hosetta felt. 
And at his feet the generona maiden knelt : — 
" Oo, dear Fernando, Bosa bids thee go ! 
Amid the country's ibes thy valour show." 
Could yonng Alonzo now behold unmoved. 
Such noble feelings in the maid he loved ? 
Could he in peace irom Uancha's shades depart 
Without an effort to secure her heart ? 
But oh ! what transports o'er his mind expand 
When the fair maid accepts his proffered hand ! 
But when she bids adieu to friends so dear, 
In vain ^le tries to check the rising tear : — 
" Fernando, from these ^ades in peace depart : 
Alonzo, let Bosetta rule thy heart ; 
may it ever be my care to prove 
Bosetta worthy of Alonzo's love : 
And, thoi^h another now my heart must share, 
Still shall FiiairiiiBo'a name be graven there. 
Kay we in virtuous acts our lives emplc^, 
And past regrets fbrget in present joy." 
Maodalen Hall, Oxfobd. J. W. A. 
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mtj^t Smimr MilioWs ^ior^. 



./iLHE autumn sunlight trembles in my room, 
^^ And quivers coldly on the wainBcot wall, 
Gilding anon the deeply-laden shelves, 
"Where folios, eeldom used, are laid to sleep 
In all the dignity of ancient dirt. 
With volumes oft read o'er ni^t after night, 
And otbers in gay bindings, red and gold, 
The dear companions of my idler hours. 
If 7 open window looks upon the green 
And still quadrangle, where the shadows sleep, 
Cast &om the quaint grey gables overhead. 
And not a sound disturbs this quiet hour 
"Within the old walls of St. Benedict. 

Strange thon^ts and fancies haunt my mind to-day. 
And well-known faces, lost long years ago, 
AgEun are with me &om the spirit laud; 
The friends ajod schoolmates of my early years, 
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My college compeers in the strife for fame ; 
And 'mid tbem all one fece I ever see, 
A youDg girl's face, which seems as fresh and &ir 
As when I saw it last, long, loog ago. 
And yet it cannot be, for then these locks 
Were snnny hazel, which are silTcred now. 
And she has lingered in the sultry land 
Of £ir-off India for this many a year. 

'Twas in the spring time, when the hawthorn trees 
Were snowy whit« along the winding lanes. 
When, tumiog from my college life awhile 
I saw Kate Neville, in her country home. 
And Kate was fair, with light blue gleesome eyes : 
Bare, talents had she, talenta well employed,. 
And yet with all her stndy uer^ joined 
The pompous prosing of the would-be wise. 
How well I loved her I may never tell. 
Alas ! I loved too fondly, e'er to live 
Save in a world of shadows, all alone ! 
How well my memory conjures up each scene, 
Each hour of that sweet spring-time of my love ! 
The May-flower's perfume seems arotmd me now, 
As on that evening when we plighted troth. 
Beneath the branches of the hawthorn tree. 
Bright Hesper watched ns, from the tranqnU sky. 
The merle sang softly in the heeehen grove, 
And I was tangled in the golden net 
Of fail Kate Neville's soft and shining heir. 
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And yet it might have been, — ho7 strange it ieema 
To ponder nov on vliat things might have been ! 
Hot different then the vista of my life, 
All strewn with flowers, and bright with hope it 

seemed. 
Cloudless and Air, as when the dawn has spread ' 
Its rosy-tinted awning o'er the earth. 
Bat friends (why call them by bo false a name ?) 
Used all their idle arte to mar the joy 
Just springing up between two kindred hearts. 
They warned Kate Neville not to cast away 
Her youth and beauty on a college don, 
A book-worm, who could talk of naught but Greek, 
Or crabbed rules in dry logician's lore. 
And then there came betwixt me and the light 
A gay yonng soldier with a handsome face, 
And be could waltz and ride, and whisper tMi 
Soft empty nothings in a lady's ear ; 
But more than this he could not : yet he won 
The only bherished treasnre of my heart. 
And tbough Kate Neville's face was wet with tears 
When theee fond eyes in sorrow looked their lost, 
Tet she was plighted to my rival then. 
And joined his fortunes in another land. 
And tboB my one romance was swept away, 
My bright young day-dream melted into air. 
Thus have I grown through weary years to be 
The grey-haired, sad-eyed man yon see me nov. 
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Thej' say that college tutors who have lived 

For many years within their college walls 

Are fit for little better than to grind 

Scholastio lectures in dull students' brains : 

That all their best emotions go to sleep 

And leave their hearts all dust-begrimed and dry. 

It may be so. But ere your minds condemn, 

Eeeall the Senior Fellow's tale of love, 

And think that others, too, like him have loved, 

And like him loved too fondly, and in vain ! 

B. N. C, Oxford. W. B. 
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JETHOUGHT I heard regretful manhood ring. 
Long hazy timeB ago, that aie not now 
In look, in shade or auhatance, nor will be, 
'Within the dnsk dell of a darkling hill ; 
Ab on a nnt-embninched etile he eat, 
Looking upon the wooded heights that lay 
Againet him, jnst acroes the dimpled dele, 
Wearily these words at eventide, 
Which in my hearing like a sod farewell 
Linger in dropping echoea to this day. 



I know not what we are, 
I know not how we live or die. 
But, like at night a etar. 
Thou art gone by. 
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Wlieii fhou irert yet with me. 
The morning sang tmto the eve, 
But now bereft of thee 
I can but grieve. 



In Time's still miiror glassed, 
Through li^ts and shades life shot away ; 
Sat now the lights are passed, 
And all is gray. 



Yet be life light or dark, 
Uy aoul onto hig^ hopes was bom, 
I nill not miss the mark, 
Though thus forloni. 



Some years to dare and do. 
To live in action, and to brave 
"Wliat storms about me blow. 
Then comes the grave. 



grave ! thou home of peace 
To him that flghtetii till sundown, 

1 woo thy long release, 
Brow- crowned alone. 
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For Bwest the warrior's rest 
That dies with twilight oa the field, 
Calm ou hie brows, and on his breast 
A broken shield. 

So spate he as the dark crept on the dusk, 
Who in this life to me will speak no more, 
But is engulKd in " the dreadful past," 
Words weak with sadness, yet in silent lionrs 
Sweeter than the lond laughter of the world, 
"Which like the falling echoes of farewell 
Linger within my hearing to this day. 
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I LEFT my home in wrath and pride, 
X wider sphere to claim. 
Forth to the busy world I hied, 
And met but grief and shame. 
I sought my home — but ah ! what smart 

Smote then my gnilty mind ! 
Cold Death had stilled each loving heart. 
Ass I WAS UTX behhtd 1 

I Wed my lore was gaUtlesa thm t 

A brief blest dream was mine ; 
A star that waned, ne'er, ne'er again 

O'er my dark path to shine. 
Her latest breath in prayer waa given, 

Her hand in mine entwined ; 
So snapped my last bright link with heaven^ 

Ann I WAS uxT bbhutdI 
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Then &eiiz7 raged — each joy divine 
I turned to bitter gall ; 
)ul Tere the Boula I linked with mine, 
And fooler &r their fall. 
>me gasped their life in mortal pain, 
Some weak and nerreleeB pined, 
>me by their own rash band lay slain, 

AKD I WAS LEFT BXaiND ! 



croeaed the wave — ^the rover came — 

I joined hie murderous band ! 
odaunted 'neath his glance of flame 

I saw my comradeB stand, 

II firm, save I, from guilty stain 
Refuge in death to find ; 

bove them rolled the trackless main, 
And I WAS left behend ! 



he plagne-fiend came — ^with torture riven 
They parched beneath the enn ; 
nd, hating man, and cursing heaven. 
Died raving, one by one. 
[)ed were their sonls ere close of day, 
The sickening light declined, 
11 ghastly 'neath the moon they lay, 
Airn I WAS LEFT behisd! 
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Tears rolled on yeara — and train on train, 

Earth's hosts were swept away ; 
Their bleaching bones boBtrewed the plain 

And silent mountain grey. . 
And voiceless towns looked grim and wan. 

And kingdoms sonless pined. 
And Nature's self seemed dead and gone ; 

Brr I W^ LEFT BEHIND ! 

Then thunder roared — earth's trembling frame 

Shook 'neath her Miaker's ire; 
The rending heavens rolled down in £ame, 

And wrapped the world in £re. 
Uprose the ransomed from their grave, 

With Heaven's own pardon signed; 
They called on Him who came to save — 

£UT I Wi.S LEFT SZHtND ! 

The trumpet pealed — ^the chosen race 

Soared to their Dative sky ; 
I saw my infant sister's face. 

Who died in years gone by. 
I cried to her — my anguished cry 

Died on the howling wind ; 
The ransomed spirits soared on high, 

And I WAS lbtt behhu! 

Wadham Coll., Oxvobd, Dioo 
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tn'SE eea beneath me glooms and twinkles 
* In light-and-ahadoVB rich array, 
Live greens athwart its myriad wrinkles 

Amid the pinky purples play ; 
The pinks and purples dnsk and biighteo 

Here, there, anear and &t away. 
Each green itself with green besprinkles. 

As Bhade and mmli^t o'er it stray ; 
And like a flame bealde them lighten 

Long cnmBon streaks of clear inlay, 
And belta these living hues one brooding bios alway. 
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Tlie clouds at mom and noon and even, 

Inial^d in the living blue, 
Look down in mute surprise 6om heaven 

On each enjewelled shifting hue, 
That o'er the heaving mirror sparklefch 

Of this broad bright enamelled sea, 
As theii own light-and-shadow driven 

Across its surface shines and darkleth, 
Where myriad tints play ceaselessly 

Into all shades of colour new, 
Bissolving ifi all lights yet never pass &om view. 

Methinka this sea beneath me swaying 

Is like the sea of human life, 
The cobujs on the surface playing, 

The hopes l^at mock its mortal strife ; 
All countless fancies o'er it flying 

Are with all forms of pleasure rife. 
And always seems the world a-maying ; 

But 'neaHi his gilding green aod gold, 
TJncharmed within the being is lying. 

In hueless darkness, drear and cold, 
And this gay world with nature vying 

In wealth of new delights untold, 
Though decked so young without, within is gray and 
old. 

Wektwood. 
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^^^IS features in the moon were dim, 
^ig A fixed Btif&CBs cramped each limb, 
?he little fieldmouae peered at him, 
Then crept again into the shade ; 
Very still was the night on high, 
An air or two at times went by 
Across the field beneath. 
And on his brow the thick locks swayed ; 
And lightly to the quiet sky 

Went up and came no more hia breath. 



[e had crept there to die down-hearted, 

VlioBe life with ills had long sore smarted, 
Fhose friends were dead, or all departed ; 
Earth is but earth as it began ; 
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Could he have pushed but two mile on 

He would have reached the remembered town, 

And the dark church tower, 
The old courtyard, where his boyhood ran 
Chameleon-lite, in shade and aun, 

Its changing moods from hour to hour. 



It matters not ; he is at peace ; 
All his troubles now do cease. 
Will no more year by year increase. 
But are Tanished quite away : 
We will leave him, yon and I; 
Would with him we now might die 
And be at rest ; 
Tet cheer thee, brother ! watch and pray : 
Our hearts that ache, too, by and by 
Ko more will sicken in the breast. 
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EnEiPiiiH, Hecuba, 379. 

" JuTeatna 

Non tantum Tenerii, qnantum studiosa culina.'' 

Hott, SiT. n. ». 79. 



^N^TJTBIX condncor, famuliB conserva daabTu; 
** Aeca domram Tenit, pnefiiit Alta foot) : 
Quamqae aaus eequitnr juvenis. Bed me unicoB urit. 
ITiiicus e tenuB BasticuB ille prociB. 



TTt primam hie Meneas adiit, nix multa jacebat, 
FoBtera lux domini monstrat abeBse togam; 

Ula tamen tnta (vidi) pendebat in aul^ 
Vt mensBB adiit Kusticus ille meas. 
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BnrauB adest : paBaim ooeimticafiiBa jacebant, 
(Bes agit Acca suas, at raeat Atta foris) 

Moi tria vaneBcunt oochlearia ! * Fallor et ipsa, 
FaUitar occultiB Bustdcos ipse dolis. 

Venerit hie qnoties cosnatam hand ipsa notavi — 

E fotfi fa^uut frivola rapta domo ! 
QuEerimiiB hen ! farem Dec|uicquani ; qucerit et ipse, 

Tam conBta&B votis BusticQB ille melB. 



Tandem ! lictor adest ; ego testis poatnlor ; adsam : 
Qnando ista ex animo deddet hora meo ? 

Ut vidi ! at p^rli ! Stetit ad snhsellia noster 
Inter damnatos RnBticnB ille reoB ! 



Hie tegee raptor, cochlearis Burripit idem- 
Cam BOoiiB jnbeor protiniiB ire foras, 

Mensales flammaa monitae vitate puellas, 
Quosqne inter latitat BusticuB ille procoa. 



■ Ez ipetl ancillft Budivimui tria ills ii 
pro Ter)>onim inopii, LattnS exprimere, trrit edendu boBse (Anglicd 
"egg-spoona"). Ea yero Eomani " CochlearU " interdnm appella- 
bant. 

Cf. UartiBl. " Sum oocUeia habilis, B«d non minna ntUis oris ; 
Hum quid aoia potiiu car cochleare Tocei i" 



Dg.l.zedt>>COOglC 



UUUUUUi>UUUU 



'^^oxmt, <Ss>'ist tb. 3. 

TMTOT him, Muae, whose natal hour, 
■" Thy prCBCDce mild did grace, 
la Isthmian game shall courser Bwift 

Bear victor in the race. 
Nor on the lofty Capitol, 

Adorned with Delian leaf. 
Shall he for onishing tyrant-threats 

Be shown a Eoman chief 
But fertile Tibur'e pleasant atreams 

And leafy grovCH aronnd 
Shall mate him far to every age 

For lyric strain renowned. 
For sons of Borne, the world's prond q^ueen 

Have deigned t« reckon me 
Amongst the choir of tuneful bards, 

From gnawing envy free. 
Euler fair of dulcet notes 

Muse of the gilded shell ! 
Detaining in thy tightened strings 

The d5Tng swan's farewell : 
That I am famed for Boman song. 

This is thy gift divine. 
Through thee I breathe the poet's strain. 

And if I please 'tis thine. 
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"Ecataeyl" " infecta unBeea." 



'AM.r W\ ^gj rdS' ; ^ fi tK^rarra n7c ^i-^c Xiyeic ; 

lOTj ^opTtrai, Koirri jrXtifificXti TrtXsi" 

ob £f) roaovt^oe tffrt rafir' lirij" ri yap J 

els Treipav iXOiiy avBis av ra ttovt iyi> 

\oyoie iaciiXSotiu' irac Si UQ /Miwic 

WEtTpafft-rSai j^vSe /3oiiXoir' Sv Bdciji'' 

av6'J>>' irc, fiifTcp. Xlaaafiat, irpAc dcuv, ^ew 

/ii^ S^ vpoaarj^S ypiofta fiakdamv roSi. 

i>Q oufipuf ravr ov)^( iri) TTOviipla, 

aXX' tm' ifioy Xiiairjjfia' r/c yip aftTciytiv 

KOKuiy movXov IXkos S)^iXr\ms ^v 

tl XoifiOi ivhiv, irayB' imt^eXiay waXat, 

iXavOayty irafi^BapTov cvrpftjiuy v&aoy' 

New College. W. I 
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of University. 
1843. 

Oriel). 
1840. Settlers in Australia, by Oeorge Osborne Morgan, 

Balliol (Stowell Fellow of University), 

1847. Prince Charles Edward after the Battle of Culloden, 

by J. Adams, Commoner of Magdalen Hall. , 

1848. Coltunbua in Chains, by Charles Blacksfane, Scholar of 



1851. Nineveh, by Alfred William Hunt, Scholar (afterwards 

Pellowj of Corpus. 

1852. The Feast of Belshazzar, by Edwin Arnold, Commoner 

of University. 
1833. The Huins of Egyptian Thebes, by Sam. H. Reynolds, 

Scholar of Exeter (Fellow of Brasenose). 
1854. 

1855. The Mosquo rising in place 

by Edward H. Oaboro 
dalen). 

1856. AUred the Great Conteraplatiag Oxford University at 

the Present Day, by William Powell James, Scho- 
lar of Oriel, 



X"^oogle 



T. ASD Q. SHRIMPIOS, OXFOED. T 

The Ifeiirdigate Prize Foems, eoniinued:— 
1857. The Temple of Janus, by Philip Stanhope Woraley, 

Scholar of Cof pus. 
18o8. The Discoveij of the North-Wcst Paasage, by F. L. 

Latliam, Scholar of Braaenose. 
1839. Lacknow, by A. S. Aglen, Scholar of UniTersity, 
1860. The Eacorial, by J. A. Symonds, Balliol. 
18(J1. The VikingB, by Jolin White, Bcholar of Balliol. 
1362. Julian the Apostate, by Avthur C. Auchmuty, Scholar 

of Lincoln. 
1863. Coal Mines, by T. LI. Thomas, Jesua. 

LATIN PBIZE POEMS. 

One Shilling each, 

1841. ViEB per Angliam ferro strata;, by F. Fanshawe, Scho- 
lar of Balliol (Fellow of Exeter). 

1843, Venetia;, by Edward Walford, Scholar of Balliol. 

1644. Tiinmphi Pompa apud llonianos, by Edward Patmer, 
Scholar (Fellow) of Balliol. 

1846. Phccnices, Nechonis tempore, A fricse oram circumnavi- 

ftntea, by Thomas Coilett Sandara, Schokr of 
alliol (Fellow of Oriel). 

1847. Tunis Londinensia, by John Coningfoo, Scholar (Fel- 

low) of University, Professor of Xatin Literature. 
1850. Herodotus apad Olympiam Musas suas recitans, by 

John Hoskyns AbrabaJl, Coairaoner of Balliol 

(Fellow of Lincoln). 
1804. Suis et ipsa Roma viribua ruit, by Alfred Blomfield, 

Scholar of Balliol (Fellow of All Souls'). 

1855. lamelita! Palestinnni Occupantcs, by Kobinsoa Ellis, 

Schoiai' of Balliol (Fellow of Trinity). 

1856. Mors Socratis, by E. U. Wiekham, Fellow of New 

1857. Sebastopol, by Charles Synge Christopher Boweni 

Fellow of Balliol. 



■ X^oot^lc 



Tl LIST OF BOOKS FITBLIBHeD BT 

Lktin Prize Poems, eontaaud .-— 
1868. Lacus Aaphaltites, by J. H. Warner, BallioL 
1858. India Orientalia, by R. S. Wright, Scholar of Balliol. 

1861. Trinacria, by W. L. Stonboase, Braseaose. 

1862. Cresar in Senatn Interfoctus, by Robert W. Raper, 

Scholar of Trinity. 

1863. Spelunca Duplex in Agro Ephronia, by Thomaa Leslie 

PapiUon, Scholar of Balliol CoUege. 

ENGLISH FBIZE ESSAYS. 

1846. EfTects of the CoDqaeet of England by the Normana, 

by Chichester S. Fortegc«e, Stndent of Christ 
Church. 2h. 6d. 

1847. The Political and Social Benefits of the Beformation in 

England, by Gotdwin Smith, Fellow of UniverBity 
(Regius Professor of Modern History). 2a. 

1848. Resnecttvc Effects of the Fine Arts and Mechanical 

Skill on National Character, by John Conington, 
Fellow of University (Professor of Latin Litera- 
ture). 2s. 6d. 

1853. Popular Poetry considered as a Test of National Char- 
acter, by S. W. Day, Scholar (Fellow) of Wadham. 
2b. 

1851. The Effecta of Commerce upon Christianity, by William 
Henry Fremantle, Balliol (FeUow of All Souls'). 

23. 

1855. The different Principles on which the Chief Systems of 
Popnlar Representation have been based in Ancient 
and Modem Times, by G. C. Brodrick, Balliol 
(Fellow of Merton). 2s. 

1 &56. The Reciprocal Action of the Physical and Moral Con- 
dition of Countries upon each other, by Samuel 
Harvey Reynolds, Fellow of Brasenose. 2a. 

1857. Comparison of the Moral Resnlta of the Grecian and 
Egyptian Mythology, by H. S. Cunningham, 
Trinity. 2s. 



T. iJID O. SHsmFTOir, OSFOELD. 
Englisli Prize EseayB, amtinued : — 



The Effect produced by the Freoiona Metals of America 
on the Greatness and Prosperity of Spain, by 
William Edward Hall, B.A., Univeraity. 2s. 

The Advantages and DisadvaDtages of Charitable En- 
dowments, especially for Purposes of Education, 
by T. E. Holland, B.A., Fellow of Exeter. 2a. 



An Estimate of the Value and Inflnence of Works of 
Fiction in Modem Times, by Thomas H. Green,. 
Fellow of Balliol. 2s. 



LATDT PRIZE ESSAYS. 

1841. De Etmscorum cnlto, Legibus, et moribns, eommqne 
apud Romanoa vestigus, by Benjamin Jowett, Fel- 
low of Balliol (Regiua Professor of Greek). Is. 

1843. Quffinam fuerit publicomm certaminnm apud antiques 
vis et ntUttas, by R. B. Wheeler Lingen, FeUow 
of Balliol. Is. 

1 846. Qnsenam fuerit Mnliemm apud veteres Gracos conditio. 

g" 7 Goldwin Smith, Demy of Magdalen (Fellow of 
niversity, llegius Professor of Modem History), 

1847. Qnatenus Reipublicce intersit.ut Jurisprudentia Roman - 

omm inter litteras fere humaniores ctdenda pi'opon- 
atur, by Edwin Palmer, Fellow of Balliol. Is. 6d. 

1853. Quibns pnecipue de caosis in artjam liberaUnm stndiis 
Romani Gnecis viz pares, nedom superiores evase- 
rint, by George Ridding, Fellow of Exeter, Is. 6d. 

1855. MoTum philosophi apud GrEecos et Romanes inter se 
comparati, by J. E. White, Fellow of New College, 
1b. 

, by Hemming 



T. ANB S. BHEIMITOM, OSrOBD. 

itia Priz« Sseays, coniinned:— 
Utrum bene bd male de Populo Romano meritus ait 

Constantinua, qui scdem Imperii Byzantium trans- 

tulerit, by W. W. Merry, B.A., Balliol (Fellow of 

Lincoln). Is. 
Qaatenua fabalffi credendum sit de Argonautarum 

cursa maritimo P by D. B. Monro, Scholai' of 

BaUiol {Fellow of Oriel). Is. 
Versabor in re multum quiesita: utmm siiffragia clam 

an palam ferre melius esset, by It. Brougbtou, B. A., 

Scholar of Balliol. Is. 
Utnun Cieaar Augustus bene de Populo Romano me- 

ruerit, by James Lee-Warner, B.A., Scliolar of 

Trinity. Is. 6d. 
Qoeeritur quisnam sit finis statuendua in egenis publics 

ant privatim sublevandis, by Jacob Bryce, B.A., 

Scholar of Oriel. Is. 
Quibusnam priecipue de caasis esortum sit belium 

civile Amuiicanum, by Henry Nettleship, M.A., 

Scholar of Lincoln. Is. 6d. 



FEIZE SACSED POEHS. 



The Waters of Babylon, by William Alexander, M.A., 



iisrop.D, the Arnold, and tho ST.^Miore Prize Essays, 
r as published, are spoeified in a separate Catalogue, to 
»d gratis of Messrs. T. & G. Shrimpton. Tho Catalogue 
contains a List of Photographic Views of Colleges, &c. 
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